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CHAPTER L 



fozziwikelx's fragment : — ^db bobnt :— an 
ulttstration of woman, and a moihib's 
vengeance. 



Our storv-tdling group was once more as- 
sembled together, and a tale was called for. 
Crowe was urged to repeat his adventure 
with the Brinjari girl, but put it off sine didk 
Bowen cried off altogether ; I had a head- 
ache, but promised to be better next time ; 
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the others had eachiheir protempore excui^y 
and the thing was upon the point of being 
given up, when young Pozzi winkle... to whom 
nobody had thought of applying... offered to 
read a short fragment^ which he averred to 
be the composition of one of his nine maiden 
aunts. 

" Bravo P cried we ; " let us have it T 
and ere ten minutes had elapsed, the flaxen- 
haired ensign had flown to his quarters, and 
retuhied with the following specimen :••. 

DE ROSNY. 



It was in moments like these, when the 
worm of freniyr gnawed greedily at his brain, 
t^t Def Itosny dared to meditate the com- 
mission of a crime, the bare idea of which 
Ht any other season would bav§ ^llec} hin| 
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mth remorse and horror. Smdde is indeed 
tlie worst... as it is the last. .^oime ; Man 
proceeds through a long course of vdcked* 
ness : his steps are guided bj self *will» and 
self-will leads him to destruction : sin suc- 
ceeds to sin, like the lurid flashes of bitu- 
minous fire that follow each other from the 
agitated crater of some convulsed volcano... 
and he goes on and on in the track of vice, 
till hardness of hearty and that incompre- 
hensible blasphemy which would dare the 
Creator face to fiice, maddens his guilty mind. 
He has fulfilled the task of «dn which his 
vassalage to a diabolical agency has marked 
out for him ; and with the demoniac scorn 
of some fiendish victor, he exclaims in the 
unsurpassable arrogance of his iniquity — 
** There is but one crime unperformed : it 
shall be committed !'^ Then comes suicide — 

after which 
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4 BOUCFR AicoiuconoNa 

But De Rosny was not yet thus depravecl 
The world, in .which he had mingled as the 
lark does with the clouds, which damp but 
sully not its wings». had perhaps enfeebled 
his virtuous eneigies, but had not utterly 
contaminated the powers of his highly com* 
prehensive and noble nature. He bad mixed 
in all the gaieties and gallantries of fashion* 
able life ; and — aa every ardent and wilful 
spirit must dor— shared in some of its follies; 
but the venom had not impregnated his 
blood, nor had the voice of conscience — ^that 
beautiful evidence of the Creator's love for 
the Created— ceased to warn him, or to re- 
proach him when the sweet but perilous sleep 
of voluptuousness had thrown his thinking 
faculties into forgetfulness. 

Alas for him, whose conscience ceases to 
rebuke him ! Alas for him ; for Heaven 
tumeth its face away from that wretche4 
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tme 1 But tiie s^ion of awakening reyived 
witfain He Sosiiy's brea^ tbe Uessed mon- 
iior ; neither did he shbt his' earo i^ainst 
the senisitive tone that .;« like the instrit- 
nient'ofi)be murgeon... 'heals "Whilst it hurts. 
Btit his fate had been written in blackness ; 
l^e star of his debtinjf^^rodded over him, like 
the menkcing eye of a demoi^ ; atd his every 
pursuit... hiis every hope*-*-*emed totermi* 
nate in disappointment; to decay'beneath 
the blight-stroke of unforseeu and unprece- 
dented calamity : and now, when he had 
gal^nertd up in his h^art of hearts an affec- 
tion — a passion,' so pure that it might Well 
have been termed cdestial... for one who was 
indeed df angelic Ispiirit ; now ivhen the soft 
swe^t light of happiness began to dawn upon 
his Icmg benighted soul... was it not mad- 
dening to think ' that the ve^jeanoe of 
Heaven' should still pursue -him. like ^a^ cruel 
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huntsman— 4Uid with pitiless fiat rob him of 
her whose gentle nature had already' medh- 
cined his sick soul, turning its perverted 
current into a healthier channel ? So 8ttd« 
denlj, too, had this blow fallen upon him ; 
There were no warnings from the hectic flush- 
ings of consumption — ^no herald from the 
Destroying Angel — ^no whisper heard in the 
ominous night from the rapacious grave* 
vampire! All was health — ^rosj, smiling, 
innocent health ! 

She was leaning on his bosom, on their 
own favorite bank of thyme. Looking into 
each other's eyes, inhaling each other's 
breaths, they were still not regardless of the 
glorious sunset, as it glided over the wide 
expanse with the gentle steps of a healing 
spirit who is about to return to her own holy 
spheres, after having visited, in her clemency, 
the sick shores of the earth. The rich ar« 
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chitectural majestj of the cathedral clouds — 
rariegated by the many colours of an autum- 
nal sky — the lowings of the stall-seeking 
cattle — ^the retiring chirrups of the birds as 
they sought their leafy inns ; — all nature^ 
in short, appeared so very beautiful in the 
diminishing lights that De Bosny and his 
happy bride felt an almost angel adoration 
blend with their thoughts^ as they sat there 
in the happiness of their united lots ; and, 
in the pure luxury of their hallowed rapture, 
pressed closer and still closer to each other, 
with that wild sweet regret (which who that 
has ever embraced in tenderness has not 
known 1) that the pressure of their arms 
could not bring them yet closer to each 
other ! 

Oh ! most like unto two caressing and 
beautiful Plants, whose rich exuberance of 
foliage and flowers render them the wor- 
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shipped of the bee and the butterfly, were 
those two young creatures, locked in each 
other's arms upon that peaceful bank in the 
quiet twilight ! 

•^ Thou art cold, my Eliza/' 

*" Yes, Outhbert ! but oh ! good Heavens, 
how liappy P 

A'BOfb sigh, inaudible save to a lovef s ear 
■^-^a^dight thrill, not quite a shudder — ^a 
shoi^t :qaick clasping of his arm — ^she was 
dead! 

'l?he ''discovery was soon made; and he,... 
long did he war with the fiend that tor- 
mented and tempted him. He tried to pray 
but no words would issue from the icy heart ; 
and so madness.. .like a night^robber... stole 
into the mansion where the light of reason 
had been extinguished by darkening despair^ 
and he sought the steep cliff which rose 
behind his dwelling, and at whose base 
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Stretched the deep waters of the lake» re 
solved to resign himself to that eril power 
whose agency he believed that he was doomed 
to imdeigo. 

Qh I most blessed mystery of Religioni 
mysterious in the matchless beauty of thy 
very simplicity ! QUi^ most inoomprdbensi- 
ble majesty of Bbvii^ Influence, bursting 
from the hard rock, and shining forth from 
the dark cloud ! How was it that at such a 
moment the unslumbering mercy of the Al 
mighty stepped in between the sinner and 
the sin, and saved» him for after years of 
sisncere'ipenitence, pure pity, and pe&ceful 
resignation 1 



By the time Pozziwinkle had come to the 
teAmxuttion xd^ Us ^ &agment, I was almost 

B 5 
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the only one of his auditors who remained 
wholly free from the influence of the drowsy 
God ; and, as he glanced around for expected 
praise, he became aware how matters stood — 
or rather how they nodded. While looking 
at me with an odd expression of mingled 
wonder and disappointment, he exclaimed — 
" Well I never ! did you ever V 
"My dear boy,'' said I, laughing, "it is 
the very highest compliment they could pay 
to the soothing attributes of your fragment 
and the natural harmony of your voice ; be- 
sides it is very late ; the ghurry (gong, on 
which hours are struck in front of the bar- 
racks) has just gone eleven, and it is time 
to— ^'^ 

" Halt r shouted the Colonel, in his sleep, 
and in a tone so loud as to awaken not only 
himself, but all the other slumbering sat" 
ellites around him ; some of whom^ startled by 
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the suddenness of the outbreak, . committed 
strange excesses. Bowen, whose audible 
snooze had met with so unexpected an inter- 
ruption, at the word ** Halt ? kicked out his 
foot, no doubt dreaming that he was, as se- 
cond in command, mounted on his good steed 
Never-sweaty and with the intention of spur- 
ring that somewhat lazily inclined animal; 
unluckily the said foot came in contact with 
the raised heed of Blanch's Foligar dog, 
which instantly set up such a yell as con- 
summated the noise of the scene, demons, 
whose head, reclining on his hands, rested 
with them on the table, by one sweep of his 
elbow sent the huge tumbler which stood full 
of grog, before Crowe, into that stout gentle- 
man's lap, — ^who, starting on his feet in dire 
dismay, ejaculated a damnatory epithet highlj 
reprehensible on all snakes in general, and on 
that one in particular. No doubt he fancied 
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ttie oobra di capello of Mc. Gall/s adventure 
had deseeded in the shower of brandy'pame 
with which he felt himself saturated. Poor 
Boddam, pretty well acdimatise to any at'' 
mosphere redolent of punchy contented him*' 
self with damning somebod/s eyes — name 
unknown — and then falling back into his 
doze ; while Shaw, Philipson, and the others, 
Joined myself and Pozzi winkle in the hearty 
jaugh, which it would have been perfectly 
suicidal to have suppressed. 

" Eh ! what the deuce is the matter ?" 
asked the Colonel, thoroughly awake. " Wha 
have I been about V 

"Only halting the regiment, sir/' said I. 
^iWho, I? Well, I really believe'^ (as if 
there could have been any doubt on the sub. 
ject) *'that I was asleep and dreaming some- 
thing about — ^let me see; oh! yes — about 
ying on a bank of thyme with,«.hay.ha, ha i 
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^^Teiy. odd, bat leally I do beUeve it was 
ivith one of jour nine aunts, Pozziwinkle^ 
though Heaven knows I never saw her t 
And then Z imagined I saw the battalion 
marching against my orders, by double files, 
down a clifl^ and so — ^' 

'^ And so you ordered them to halt, sir 
said we, laughing. '' All your aunt's foulti 
Pozzy, my boy/' 

" But really," cried Mc. Cally, " your tale 
is"... 

" The tale is not mine,", interrupted the 
ensign ; ^4t is my aunt Clotilda's." 

" Then you may write home, Poz," said 
Bowen, '^ and tell her it has created a great 
s^isation in the Buchan Battalion. For my 
own part, when I heard the stentorian voice 
oftheXiolonel, I fuicied that old Never-sweat 
was on the point of trying a kneeling posi- 
tion." 
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" Never-sweat is done up/' shouted Blanch; 
^'Tou had better bespeak the cutch charger 
which is on its way to me from Belgium ; 
the Affghaun dealer from whom I bought it 
assured me it excelled in swiftness and 
strength the horse of the Archangel Gabriel 
...the dust of whose hoofs (not the angel's 
but the horse's) blinded the infidels at the 
battle of —I forget where. And I mean to 
give it the same name — Sazim^ 

** A bay, is it V asked Colbrooke, yaw- 
ning. 

" No ; black as a scorpion in cotton- 
ground*. It is a splendid creature, and is 
now under regimen : they are giving it the 
forty-two spices necessary to bring a horse 
into condition." 



♦The peculiarly black soil in which the Cotton 
plant thrives best is said to produce a very yenemous 
«Bd black sort of scorpion* 
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It may here be ohserved, that the Tarco* 
mans and Affghans are want to &sten the 
heads of their colts to lofty posts, or the 
branches of trees^ in order to accustom them 
to look up with a haughty and vigilant air. 
The forty-two spices alluded to are given in 
balls ^th gour (course sugar), or trecle, or 
mingled with pulse : they are believed by 
the horse-dealers to improve the wind and 
condition, and add lustre to the coat. 

'* Up, Boddam ; ^tis time to go home f 
said Coxe, who was the sleeper's chum. 

'' I actually believe/' murmured Boddam 
<< that my hookabarder has put hha/ag into 
my chillum, I feel so drowsy/' 

" Then I would soundly bang him/' said 
Blanch, attempting to perpetrate a pun, but 
failing in the attempt. 

" I condemn Blanch to be macerated, trod- 
den to death by the largest elephant in My- 
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sore^ for such a vile pun,'' cried Fhilipson. 

'' I call it a ha/ng up one/' lisped Shaw. 

" What ever is hhcmg ?^ demanded Fozzi- 
winkle. 

'* An intoxicating preparation of the juice 
of the Cannabis sativa, or the dried plant 
itself/' answered I, quickly, lest somie other 
individual should forestall me in this display 
of botanical knowledge. ^' The Ga/anains- 
sativa is the hemp plant." 

** I remember/' said Crowe, ** having once 
been prevailed upon by.,.." 

**A Brinjari girl," interrupted Clemons 
with a laugh. 

" CAoop/...be quietl...By an old Hul- 
fvaee (seller of pastry, confectionery, &c.,) to 
t^r eat a piece of 9na/a(m> and felt its narcotic 
effects for a whole day." 

"And what is majoonf" asked Pozzi- 
winkle. 
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Ab I could not answer this question, I pru- 
dently remained silent 

^^ It is a sort of sweetmeat,'' replied Crowe' 
^composed of flour, sugar, milk, and the ex- 
pressed juice of hemp, or hhomg : sometimes 
opium is substituted for the latter, and some- 
times the pounded seeds of poppies, called 
khushkhush, which are not so stupifying or 
pernicious/' 

" I shall want ** no drowsy syrup of the 
east " to set me asleep to-night," said the 
Colonel ; " good night." 

So we parted, and when again we met, I 
related the anecdote of the Daughter of the 
Desert, giving it as an illustration of the 
old Lokapore sepoy's opinion of the fair sex. 
On which Coxe declared that in his desk lay 
a M.S. story, the composition of a friend, 
which he would run for, and read to us ; 
'* for " (added he) " it is founded on facts, 
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and has never been seen oat of the writer's 
family, who have long resided in Italy." 
He accordingly left the mess-house for a few 
jseconds, returning with the promised narra- 
tive, which was entitled, 

A MOTHER^S VENGEANCE : 

▲N ILLUSTRATION OF WOMAN. 

The love of Woman — who may guage its 
hidden depths, mete its vast proportions, or 
limit its mysterious authority 1 The love 
of Woman — who may tell whence cometh 
its strong fever — how high soareth its eagle- 
aspirings — how low stoopeth its tender hupai- 
lity — why fixeth it its clinging tendrils now 
to this oak, now to that reed ? What 
eauseth it to bud and blow, so that no cold* 
ness, nor unkindness, nor changefulness 
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jBrom the one it sanctifieth, can blight its 
beauty, or dim its brightness 1 The lore of 
Woman is a mystery, born of those recon- 
dite principles of nature which compose the 
female organization only ; — a riddle to be 
scanned by no cold-eyed analysis of science 
—its birth is involved in obscurity — ^its 
parentage not to be traced — its growth to be 
dwarfed by no calamitous exigences of com- 
mon life — its death dependent on such note- 
less trivialities as Fate frequently chooses 
for the means whereby to dispense fearful 
destinies ! The slight and scarcely discerni- 
ble green speck becomes the anathematized 
" leprosy in the wall f — the one yellow 
droplet corrupts the whole blood with pesti- 
lence ; — one tiny maggot makes the gigan- 
tic blight ; — and the decay of aflFection in 
the tenderest bosom, may date from the 
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fall of a thunderbolt^ or the fading of a 
leaf! 

A fair and giorious creature was Fiordilisa 
Da Riva, when, at the age of twenty-one, 
^e was left by the demise of her sole rela- 
tive undisputed heiress of immenBe wealth. 
Unrivalled queen of beauty, she shone the 
brightest yet gentlest star of Venetian 
circles. Among the numerous suitors who 
in vain wooed her, the Conte di Zerboni 
was the only one who did not condescend 
by servile adulation to win her ; yet the 
mute eloquence of his attentions required no 
words to syllable his admiration. None 
knew him other than as a stranger, ap- 
parently rich, fond of society, and the 
gambling table. Like himself, his many 
domestics were Sicilians ; and though of 
£EU3cinating manners, and urbane in company, 
there was yet an indescribable something 
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about him which checked familiarity andaet 
inquiry at defiance. The obsequious servi-* 
lities of Fiordilisa's admirers seemed to 
cause him no uneasiness, though occasionally 
a scornful sneer nughfc hare been discovered 
on his countenance^ as he watched them. 

A true and natural being was Fiordilisa, 
and Bhe was sore piqued to obsenre this wwt 
of j^ousy in her handsome lover ; but the 
fact was, that he already perceived, through 
the thin disguise of nuddenly reserve^ and 
innocent coquetry, that he had no rival in 
her heart She loved him, in sooth, with 
all the tenderness of first affection ; and 
though interfering firiends whispered cau- 
tionary suggestions, reminding her that the 
Signer Zerboni was a stranger — ^his birth 
and family unknown — ^his fortune uncertain 
—the sources whence he derived it involved 
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in obscurity — she heard them as th6ugh she 
heard them not, and — wedded him ! 

A year passed-paadng in gmndeur, 
gaiety, magnificence ; but the magnificence 
was beginning to lose the lustre of its gold ; 
and it was rumoured abroad that Zerboni 
was sometimes a loser to large amounts at 
the gaming table, though generally his luck 
was wonderful. Occasionally absences from 
Venice, of now a week and again a week, 
excited suspicion in more than one bosom as 
to his calls of business from home ; but only 
served to render his return more welcome to 
his loveful wife. Another year expired, 
Md lo 1 one night the Conte — hurrying 
home — declared himself a ruined man ! He 
had slain, in passion, an insulting nobleman 
-^one of the first nobles of Venice — and 
flight was necessary. 
In sudden baste, their jewels, plate, and 
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eviBiy thing of value that could in brief space 
be packed together, were collected, huddled 
up into chests and cases, and in a shorter 
time than might have been anticipated, 
Fiordilisa found herself installed as mistress 
of a splendid mansion in one of the most 
fashionable guartiers of Paris. It was not till 
\en that the Gonte informed her, that 
prudence dictatated the assumption of a 
feigned name; and, as he said he had the 
utmost reliance on the fiddity of the nu^ 
merous train of vassals which had preceded, 
attended, and followed them from Venice, 
he — ^in their presence — ^stated that drcum-' 
stances rendered it necessary for him to be 
known henceforward as the Signer Marini* 
Many months fled in diissipation and frivo-' 
lous gaiety, when Fiordilisa, becoming a 
mother, gladly resigned the inebriating and 
unhealthy amusements of the gay warl4 
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for the sweet solicitudes aqd domestic, 
cares of her nursery. 

Time, however, Had not passed away 
without working a change, in her connu- 
bial lot. She could not £eu1 to obsenre 
that there .were gloom and mystery in the 
character of her husband ; his temper was 
not unkind, but he was sullen, uncon- 
fiding ; and his frequent absences for days 
together filled her with vague surmise. 
Neither could she glean . from him, or the 
servants who genei^Uy accompanied him on 
such occasions,, whither hewent^ his destina* 
tion, or business* She was prohibited all in« 
quiry ; and her quiet and placid nature-unsatis- 
fying its yearnings from the wholesome sources 
of maternal Joye — ^yielded implicit obedience 
to the. conunands of a being whom she con* 
ftinued to. cherish with devoted tenderness. 
One day, while employed in unpacking 
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some purchaajBs she had baeu making, her 
ejes fell upon what turned out to be 
part of a letter, the address and signature 
of which w^e wantiog. n Almost mechani- 
cally she seized the paper, glanced at 
the first paragraph^ shrieked aloud, and 
fainted. The words which she had 
perused were as follows : — " The most 
'^ strict and minute investigations into the 
^' assassination and robbery of the vener- 
'^ able Marchese di Ricci continue in-* 
*^ effectual ; but the strange and sudden 
*^ flight of the person calling himself the 
" Gonte^di Zerhoni, in conjunction with the 
** confessions which have been wrung from 
" his dying domestic, confirm the sus- 
*' picions that prevailed, of his being in 
*' secret alliance with the celebrated 
'' Sicilian bandit, Marco Cekmo. 1 1 
^ will be recollected that his beautiful 

VOL. II. 
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" young wife was the sole hdress of the 
^^ late Signor Da Riva, one of the most 
'^ opiflent of oar merchants. It is con- 
" jectured that having squandered all her 
" possessions, he and his menials committed 
" the murder and robbery which have long 
** agitated the Venetian circW; and he has 
** probably conveyed the unfortunate lady 
" to his mountain recesses. A casket, con- 
" taining family jewels of great value, was 
" amongst the booty carried off ; and what 
** adds to the horror of the transaction, is 
that among the effects of the assassinated 
gentleman, a will was found, by which 
this very casket and its contents were be- 
queathed to his beloved godchild Fiordilisa, 
vv ife of the Conte di Zerboni. ^ 
From the frenzy-fever, which succeeded 
* to the fearful shock Fiordilisa received from 
this appalling discovery, it was many weeks/ 
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ere she recovered : and, when she did, she 
was no longer an inhabitant of Paris. She 
found herself with her husband axld child, 
attended by two domestics, sole occupants 
of a lonesome house, situated (as she learnt) 
at the foot of the Appenines ; and here, 
seeing that deception was useless, Zerboni — 
Marini — or, rather, Marco Celano, confessed 
that he was no other than that notorious 
bandit ; but declared that the Marchese di 
£icci, having attacked him after a violent 
quarrel, fell beneath the sword which he had 
raised in self-defence ; the plunder he ut- 
terly denied. And so devotedly did the hap- 
less girl still cling to him, that all was for- 
given. But a mother's solicitude was at 
this time awakened by the dangerous illness 
of her child ; and the untiring anxiety with 
which Celano shared in her watchfulness, 
went far to heal the cicatrices in the wife's 
3 
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heart. The poor infant died — but ere many 

« 

weeks, Fiordilisa was again a mother. 
Celano^s frequent absences from home — the 
numerous followers, of rude aspect and un- 
couth bearing, who by night attended him 
to the cottage, and then, after secret consul* 
tations, disappeared as suddenly as they 
came, now once more aroused the apprehen- 
sions of his wife ; but those apprehensions 
were no longer cloaked by doubts. The 
fearful knowledge of the manner in which 
he gained a livelihood, was but an additional 
incentive to the terrors of her soul ; but 
any allusion on her part to a change of life, 
led to such fierce and gloomy menace, that 
ishe soon learnt to abstain from all recurrence 
to the subject. 

One night, after a week^s absence, Celano 
returned, much harassed and fatigued. He 
hinted at fresh dangers, removal, and flight ; 
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&Ht> pleading indispoeitioD, put off the 
wisbied-for exptanation till the morrow, and 
retired to rest. Some hours might have 
passed, wh^i 7iordilisa — awakened by a 
flight noise — perceived hj ibff light of a 
lamp which burnt upon the hearth, the fi^ 
gare of a man, wrapt in a eloak, steal 
gently from the chamber* It was her 
husband! Struck with consternation, she 
felt a wild desire to watch his movements ; 
and, as soon as he had left the garden which 
ran round the house, dipping her feet into 
a pair of sandals, and flinging a mantle 
about her, she softly lifted the latch and 
stole forth into the night A bright moon 
rendered every object distinctly visible ; 
and, in the distance, she couM discern 
Marco walk hurriedly across the lawn, until 
reaching a thicket of cork trees, he plunged 
into it Without a Ynoment'i» liesTfotion 
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Fiordilisa followed, but by a path which 
ran apart from that which was pursued by 
her husband, and which concealed her from 
him should he chance to look back. 

Swiftly, yet lightly, she sped along- 
heedless of bush or briar ; and ere she 
gained the thicket, she was scarcely conscious 
that her delicate feet were dewed in blood, 
thorn- wounded as she passed. But what is 
;it she hears ? — As she enters the grove, the 
earth beneath a large tree in front of her, 
is struck as if by some implement for digging ; 
and crouching lower and lower as she glides 
on, she beholds — the moonlight falling on 
his face and figure — her husband, kneeling 
at the foot of the tree, and with his dagger, 
digging into the loamy soil. 

In breathless suspense she looks on — ^she 
is within a few paces of him — she hears his 
breathing — and in vain tries to repress her 
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©wn : presently his toils are rewarded, for 
he stops — ^sticks his poniard in his belt — and 
from the chasm draws forth a casket — a 
casket of construction so peculiar and of 
material so rare, that to see it once was to 
know it again. Alas ! poor Fiordilisa 1 she 
had seen it often — she knew it well 1 and 
so, when opening it, her husband glared 
with the greedy eyes of rapine on the well- 
known contents, she knew that for her there 
was no more hope, no more peace. She 
recognised at once the treasured heir-loom 
of Di Ricci — and the horror and disgust 
which thrilled through her frame at this evi- 
dence of Celano's falsehood, at this corro- 
boration of her worst fears, overcoming all 
prudential suggestions, she uttered in a loud 
voice the words — '* Murderer ! — Thief ! — 
Liar I" and fell senseless at the very foot of 
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the tree, below which the bandit had hiddai 
his ill-gotten spoil ! 



There was no longer the same love for her 
husband in the heart of Fiordilisa. Formerly 
she had loved him as her lover — her husband ; 
mow she bore with him, as the father of her 
child : as such, and from a sense of duty, 
she would have perilled life itself to save 
him. But a time was fast approaching when 
even this feeling would cease to animate her ; 
and we hurry to the catastrc^he of our 
sketch with the speed that stimulates the 
traveller, who is loth to linger on a track 
which he knows to be beset with dangers 
and destruction. 

" Read this, and prepare for instant 
flight/' cried Celano, one day, as he put 
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into the hands of his wife a paper on which, 
m large characters, were visible the words : 

" Two hundred crowns for the headcf 
Marco CKiixor 

In a few hours, Fiordilisa found herself 
and the babe at her bosom the centre of a 
group of some thirty men, the fiiithful band 
of the robber, threading the mazes of the 
forest that surrounded their isolated dwell- 
ing. - - 

*' Once beyond this mountain gorge," said 
he, ** and wcf are safe. The cavern is our 
citadel, and it has outlets beyond the moun- 
tain ; but now, fdlence, for your lives 1 
The path we are about to track is the only 
one by whidi we can reach the cavern ; it 
is defended so securely by rock and wood, 
ihat it is unknown to the troops who are 
c 5 
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now in pursuit of us ; but, for the next 
half mile, a single word or sound may betray 
us— -for right and left, al scarcely ten yards 
distance, are posted our enemies, bivouacked 
along the heights and down the ravines/' 

In dumb fear they strode, one by one, 
through the narrow defile which led across 
the gorge. A bright moon afforded them 
light ; but from time to time they could 
hear the voices of their foes-<— near, yet hid- 
den from them by the singular peculiaritie0 
of their position, and the nature of the 
ground. Celano led the way. In the rear, 
her infant asleep in her arms, followed 
mournfully the unfortunate Fiordilisa. They 
had almost passed the most critical spot in 
their route, when — ^stumbling over a stone 
-^be mother nearly fell, and, starting from 
its slumbers, the child uttered a shrill cry. 
Among the sentinels of their pursuers % 
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mov^meiit was heard that denoted the sound 
had reached them. 

" Maiedizione V^ muttered Gelano j " si- 
lence the braty or we are lost I'' 

The trembling mother succeeded in sup- 
pressing the plaintive moans of the frightened 
babe, endeavouring to appease its awakened 
appetite with that sweet refreshment from 
her bosom which never, until now, had 
denied its soothing influence. But alas I 
the late exertion, the terror and excitement 
caused by events so unpleasant, had dried 
up the beneficent fountain for ever ; and a 
shudder came over her frame as she felt that 
no longer could she furnish the healthful 
current to her o£fspring ! 

for a while the caresses and kisses of ita 
Biother sufficed to satisfy the infant ; but 
finding no sustenance where it had looked for 
14 another sharp cry of impatience burst 
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from it. With a fimothered imprecation, 
Cdano, forcing his ivaj to the tear, ad- 
vanced to Fiordilisa, and thrusting his hand 
beneath the cloak that held the child close 
to its mother's breast, for a moment kept it 
there, and then withdrew it There was 
then a deep silence— nor guessed the wretched 
Woman what had happened, till — falling 
backwards on her arm — the head of her 
strangled darling hung lax and lifeless in the 
night-air ! 

" Speak not a word,'' muttered her hus- 
band, *' or you perish. Give me the body," 
and tearing it from her, he laid it down 
among the brushwood ; then grasping her by 
the arm so firmly that she could make no re- 
sistance, he dragged her on to the front of 
the party ; while in a total silence that had 
less of stupefaction about it than the concen- 
trating vengeance that breeds insanity, she 
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^mly submitted. That last inhuman and 
most unnatural deed had raised up a spirit 
of hatred in her bosom ...a spirit whose voice 
sounded thenceforward in her ears, uttering 
one word ever and for ever..." Blood r 

In a short time thej had passed the jeo* 
pardj, and were safe within the vast autre 
that had so often served the banditti as a re- 
treat from pursuit. Preparations for the 
night were quickly made, and ere two hours 
were over, all who had entered that cavern 
were fast asleep — ^all but one. That one 
was Fiordilisa t But it was no longer the 
Fiordilisa we have known. A change had 
passed over her, and^ in that change she 

_ - f • 

brooded over a revenge; as bcAd as it was ter- 
rible. 1 

Marco Gelano slept in the outer windings 
of the cave, apart front his men ; none were 
fiear him but his wife, who appeared to slum- 
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ber heavilj iTrhen he flung himself down to 
rest. He slept — she was awake. No soundg 
were heard during that night, by the wearied 
troop ; but when they woke in the morning, 
the spectacle which met their sight was one 
that filled even their hardened natures with 

« 

horror. Boiled up in his doak, which was 
saturated with his Uood, lay the body — ^the 
headless body— of Celano ; beside it was the 
sharp blade he was accustomed to wear in 
his girdle. No trace of Fiordilisa was to be 
seen. 

In the course of that morning, a wild and 
haggard female — her garments drenched with 
the dews of night ; and torn with difficult 
trayel...stood before the Commandant of the 
detachment that was posted in the forest of 
Saldoni, in search of the banditti. 

'* What is it you require T asked the oflicery 
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^ he gazed in astonishment on the wild but 
beautiful countenance of the woman. 

'' I demand the reward offered for the head 
of Marco Celano/' 

** My good woman^ can you tell me where 
that head is to be found V^ 

^* Behold it I'' and from the mantilla she 
carried in her arms, she shook out the ghast- 
ly and mangled head of her husband: ...for 
that wild and haggard woman was Fiordilisa 
...and this was 

.A MOTHER'S VENGEANCE. 
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CHAPTER HL 



OLD WOMAK NO. 3. FISflER JEK5Y : A TRADI- 
TION OF THE KORT]% OF SCOTLAND. 



An interval of several days palssed before 
we were all assembled together in the mess 
house, and it was then that I consented 
to relate the following recollection of my 
youth. 



It is not, I believe, generally known in 
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England, that the fishers of Scotland are a 
tribe apart ; differing widely in habits, cus- 
toms, and character, from any other class of 
people in the United Kingdom* To enter 
into a minute description of a race so pecu- 
liar, would be to transgress the limits of an 
evenkig tale, which merely professes to give 
& slight sketch of an old woman.. .the he- 
roine of my story belonged to the tribe allu- 
ded to. 

Let it, then, suffice to say, that the Scot- 
tish fishers are a distinct race.. .partaking 
somewhat of oriental caste in their peculia- 
rities : intermarrying only with each other 
...seldom, if ever, exchanging the sea-craft 
to which they are trained from their cradles 
for any other occupation.. .their maxriagesi 
births, and funerals being attended by the 
solemnization of various superstitious rites, 
which are unusual among the other pea- 



42 R^)UGH FvECOLLECTIOXSv 

santry of Scotland.*.. and possessing features, 
both mential and corporeal> which point them 
out as a distinct tribe. Superstitious be- 
yond even Highland experiences, they are a 
moral people, honest in their dealings, and 
charitable. A fisher is never seen begging, or 
living by mendicity ; a breach of chastity in 
a fisher girl is never heard of : but of imp o- 
vident habits, and at certain seasons be it of 
conviviality or lamentation . . .prone to indulge 
to excess in spirituous liquors, they are sub- 
ject to frequent reverses of fortune ; to-day 
wallowing in all the abundance of purchase- 
a.ble luxuries... to-morrow condemned to the 
salt fish and savourless oatmeal gruel, which 
of all earth's provisions they most thoroughly 
despise. 

The costume of the fisher girl is pic- 
turesque, and might be fairly taken as a 
istrong caricature of the opera danseuse : the 
Bhort thick woollen petticoat, not quite 
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reaching the knee in front, tapers off behind» 
d la queau d aronde ; while the stout but 
well formed leg is coveted with blue and 
white striped hose, or rather mocassins — ^for 
the feet, save in winter, are bare. The 
creels or fish-basket» slung across the breast 
by a leathern thong, and depending oyer 
the back and shoulders, soon depresses the 
chest and bends the robust figure. But 
let me proceed to relate of my heroine what 
has been ascribed more than once to other 
women, but what rightfully belongs to her 
history ; which is common as daylight in 
the Highlands of Scotland, and but wants 
the telling of a more expert diseur to be- 
come as popular as the Irish records of a 

LOVER. 

Many years ago, in the .small fishing 
hamlet of Delnies, near Nairn, in the north 
of Scotland, resided a lonely woman — lonely 
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even amongst her own primitiye clasd- 
whose name was Main, but who was better 
known, through all the country round, as 
FISHER JEITNT. Of her parentage nothing 
was known ; the sea, by which she now 
gained her livelihood, seemed to have 
borne her from unknown and distant 
shores, as a claimant on the bounty of the 
Delnies fishers ; for, during one of those 
terrible gales which mark the termination 
of the autumn on our northern coasts, a 
small fishing-boat was cast ashore at 
Delnies, containing the lifeless body of a wo- 
man, in whose arms — ^fast bound to her by 
a piece of sail — ^nestled a little infant, 
still warm and breathing, which was in- 
stantly and cheerfully taken care of by the 
worthy couple who first discovered the 
stranded skiff. On the body of the female 
nothing was found that could lead to infor- 
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mation suggestive of her name or place of 
abode ; her dress was that of the class of 
people among whom Providence had flung 
her corpse* No investigation was instituted* 
no search prosecuted ; but it was the pre- 
vailing opinion^ from the peculiar shape of 
her garments that she was a native of 
Caithness. The child, wrapped up, no 
doubt by a mother's precaution in compara- 
tive warmth and safety, waa Fisher Jennj^ 
and she grew up to be a blessing to the good 
and childless pair, who cherished her youth 
and gave her their united names. 

As age drew on, and frailty prevented la- 
bour, Jenny advanced into robust and active 
womanhood, considering no exertion super- 
fluous in the manifestation of her grateful 
affection for her bene&ctors. Tet Jenny 
was a strange creature, apparently little cal-. 
culated for the display of tender emotions ; 
^nd, whether from the singular circumstances 
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attending her appearance among them, or 
from the peculiar traits of temper which she 
evinced, she somehow grew up to be regarded 
as a mysterious personage, by the young 
folks of Delnies ; by whom, though she was 
not disliked, she was. yet not sought after 
but viewed with perhaps more of veneration 
— not to say — fear, than seemed quite befit- 
ting her years or position. Indeed, she was 
no commonplace person ; her huge gaunt 
figure and prominent features indicated the 
bold uncompromising stamp of her mind ; 
while her address, blunt and fearless, hinted 
the colour of her disposition, which was one 
ever prone to do a kindness to the helpless 
and deserving, but little ready to show in- 
dulgence to infamy or indolence ; not loth, 
nor unable to defend, if needful — neither to 
avenge, if wronged or justly displeased. 
More than once had Janet Main's resolute 



EOUaH EEG0LLXCTI058. 47 

nature and strength of arm rescued from 
sudden peril, when all the other women of 
the hamlet had shrunk in terror from the 
boisterous tempest; and, once on a time> 
when half-witted Cockle Nanny, the idiot 
daughter of a neighbour, while gathering 
cockles and dilse between Fort George and 
Delnies, was rudely assaulted by an intoxi- 
cated soldier, Jenny, aroused by the screams 
of the terrified girl, sprung from the road 
above the bank that skirted the sea shore, 
and, heaving her creel, heavily laden with 
fish as it was, from her shoulders, rushed 
upon the unmanly aggressor, whom with one 
blow of her immense fist she stretched on 
the sands ; and, not satisfied with such sum* 
mary vengeance, she did not leave him be- 
fore she had further testified her disappro-^ 
bation of his conduct; for dragging from 
her prostrate creel a gigantic skate, she laid 
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it about the unlucky mgbt's face and 
shoulders with such arrant good will, that 
the traces of the discipline were visible for 
many weeks afterwards. Jenny might be 
about thirty years of age when she lost her 
benefactors, whom she in turn befriended 
with all her energies ; but their little all be- 
came her undisputed property, and she rea- 
dily gained employment from her neigh- 
bours, none of whom despised, though they 
might not love her. Ifo sweetheart ever 
had Janet, nor had it ever entered into the 
imagination of any man to make Janet a 
bride. Her strong masculine body, envelo- 
ping a mind still more man-like, seemed 
love-proof ; and by the time that the age of 
forty entitled her to the name of old maid 
she had acquired a character for acute saga-* 
city, which kept increasing under the foster- 
ing of superstition, until at fifty she was 
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feixlj accounted almost a ^ cannie wonuui.'^ 
Nobody called her a witch, for all knew her 
to be a regular attendant at church, devout 
in her habits, and kindly inclined... unless, 
indeed, when stimulated by insult and injury 
to recrimination ; and then, sooth to say, 
the spirit of Christian forbearance seemed to 
have little sway over her mind. 

But if Jenny was no avowed witch, she 
owned to having seen such strange sights as 
are witnessed only by those who are ** gifted^' 
with a power of vision little enviable. She 
had seen the death-candles glimmering on 
flood and fell — spectres at dead of night — 
and mermaids at the neap-tide. She could 
interpret dreams, read eggs on Hallow £'en, 
and bring luck to childless wives. Yet, had 
any one dared to accuse her of practising 
forbidden arts, the whole fisher community 
of Delnies, Gampbelton, and Nairn, would 

VOL. II. D 
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have risen en mcLsse to repel the imputation. 
How Jenny had acquired that extensiye 
knowledge of the virtues of herbs, which she 
assuredly did possess, can never be explained; 
but as a doctress her ability was undoubted 
and her assistance widely sought. 

Some few miles from Delnies arose the 
comfortable farm-steading of Knockando. 
The goodwife was a widow, left in prosper- 
ous circumstances, with three sons and a 
daughter ; but though surrounded by all the 
confused comforts of a wealthy Scotch farm, 
Mrs. Kinlock was of a querulous unthankful 
disposition ; and the perverse captiousness 
of a bad temper soured all that would 
otherwise have been sweet to her. How 
often do we fling reproach upon fate and 
circumstance, when the blame solely at- 
taches to ourselves! We more frequently 
mar than make our own happiness, and 
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scatter strife where we should sow the seeds 
of Aitiire flowers I In the selfishness of our 
natures we are not contented with paining 
our own bosoms, but seek to spread the 
sickly contagion of unrest to the breasts of 
others. Ah ! this world is bitterij belied ! 
' A " green and golden world '^ might it be, 
but for the misjudging tempers tiiat abound 
in it. We would have it to be that for 
which it was never intended — ^a heaven ; and, 
finding it less gorgeous than our aspiring 
ambition craves, we call it what it is still 
less intended by beneficence to be reckoned 
—a hell ! 

Mrs. KinlochV eldest son, resembling his 
mother in character, lived to torment and be 
tormented by her until disease, at the age of 
twenty-one, carried him off. Aleck, the 
second, a fine, high-spirited, impetuous lad, 
whom tenderness might have controlled, but 
d3 
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whom tjraDDy droTe to despeiation, enlisted 
in a marching regiment, and soon afterwards 
fell in the wars of the time. The third bojr 
was the means of introducing Janet Main, 
in her rdle of doctress, to the Goodwife of 
Kjiockando. A blow from his mother, given 
in a fit of passion, dislocated the jaw of the 
poor youth ; and Jenny's repute as a leech 
being well-known to the terrified parent, 
ffhe was instantly summoned. The turbulent 
disposition of Mrs. Kinloch was too notorious 
for Jenny to be ignorant of it ; but prepared 
«s she was for intemperate language, she did 
not at such a juncture anticipate the recep- 
tion which awaited her. She entered the 
sick room, her apron full of herbs, and her 
Bible-^ without which she never administered 
the simplest remedy — stuck in her waist- 
band. 

" Come awa', come awa', Fisher Jenny," 



eried the irritaUc matron ; ** therels the 
bairn ; gin you cure him, ye's ^t a go^rdeu 
guinea, frush frae the mint, as yellow as 
yer ain spddins ; but gin ye dinna, IkUl 
peel aff my skin but Til brain ye wi' yei 
atn Bible ! A doctor's bulk wad ha' better 
iKiir'd ye, ye heepooritical witch !" 

Angar flashed from the keen blue ejbs of 
^enny, H standing ereet^ she exclaimed : 

** Hbud yer fll tongue, w(»ian I — for I 
camia ca* you leddjr 1 Fm nae witch-^naae 
ever daur'd ca' me that afore ; and if I 
were, I wad put a dean bit o^ flesh in your 
foul mon'J^ 

" May the De'il ped aff my skin ** — began 
the geodwife, repeating her favourite exeora* 
tioii. 

" Silence I'* shouted Jenny, stamping her 
foot with a vidence which^ added to the 
jtafcu ^xpres^n of her eeunttea&ce, ih- 
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stantlj cowed the weaker spirit of the 
matron : — ** Silence ! or as sure as you stand 
there^ on your ain hearthstane, the Devil 
shall peel off your skin^ wi^ me to help 
himr 

" Leave the room P continued she, after 
a short pause, during which no one had 
dared to utter a word — ** leave the room, and 
111 do what I can, wi' His aid, (and she 
reverently kissed the book) to heal your 
\mm ; and no' for any love I bear his mo- 
ther or her gowd T* 

And, strange to say, the wife of Enockando 
quiety, submissively obeyed ; and in the 
space of a week or two was rewarded by 
seeing her boy restored to all his former 
health. Nor was the proffered guinea for- 
gotten, but with unwonted kindness pressed 
upon the acceptance of the fisherwoman 
who, proudly rejecting the fee, ended her 
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visits at Enockando by administering to its 
mistress a sound lecture on the sin of swear- 
ing ; which Mrs. Einloch bore with an air of 
submission that astonished her domestics. 
But the goodwife's fault was not amended, 
and so notorious became she for the use of 
the execration which has been recorded, that 
she was as well known by the sobriquet of 
" Dell peel aff my skin," as by her real and 
more respectable appellation. 

Meanwhile, little Duncan Kinloch grew 
up a fine youth, fondly attached to Jenny 
iiiK), in return, loved the stripling with an' 
affection snch as she had never displayed* 
for any human being since death had deprived 
h^ of her foster-parents i and though in the 
course of time he left his home for a foreign 
land, he never forgot his doctress, who, for 
many months after his departure, never 
even approached the house of. Knockando: 
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Suddenly, however, an unexpected event 
threw her once more in the wtiy of the 
Ooodwife — ^whose only daughter, now a 
comely young woman, wearied out of all 
patience by the insufferable perverseness of 
her mother's temper, had left her home with 
a stroUing-player, who had been seen for 
aome time to pay her court, in her walki 
to and fro, whilst she was attending a day^ 
school at Nairn. 

0^ the first discovery of her flighty Mrs. 
Kinloc;h> rushing from her parlour to the 
doorway, fell, and severely sprained her 
ankle ; great pain ended, for the moment, 
in a swoon ; and Fisher Jenny, at this iden* 
tical period happening to pass the house, 
was observed by one of the servants, at 
whose earnest entreaties she was induced to 
enter. She was employed in making some 
soothing preparation for her new patient, 



^vben Mrs. KiBkxk^ awakisg from her iiH 
^misibiiitj^ reeogaiBed her wbose blunt re- 
buff she had &e?er thoroughly forgivt^n — ^al- 
tiioUgh at the momeBt her spirit had quailed 
before a sterner and stronger inteUect thau 
her own. 

•*^ What brought you here, ye fu'sonxe 
Fisher landj V ehrieked she : " gae aW 1 
gae awa^ 1 leave my house this ixistant^ or 
if I dinna ding yer harns out| may the 
mudkle black De'il peel gff my skin T 

^owly rising from the kneeling posture it 
which she had been making her simple pre- 
paration, Janet stood erect on the floor ; and 
as she left the room, solemnly and* with a 
look of wild vengeance which her counte^ 
nanee seldom bore, uttered the following de« 
nunciation : — *' Woman of Satan ! the Evil 
Master, whom you serve with the oaths he 
loveth, hath for once put the words of truth 
5 
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in your mouth. Tak' my word for it, the 
Foul Fiend tuiU peel off your skin, and that 
on the very night o' your burial !" 

The fierce glare of prophecy which lit up 
the eyes of the insulted Janet was long re- 
membered by those who witnessed it : and, 
in afterdaySy when a heavy and sore disease 
fell upon the mistress of Knockando, that 
person frequently recalled with many a su- 
perstitious shudder the fearful sentence which 
had been pronounced upon her. For two 
long years she was a great sufferer... but 
suffering brought small amendment to a dis- 
position naturally evil. The heart, which 
had for so many years thanklessly received 
no moderate share of the goods of this life, and, 
which had rebelled against every former trial, 
began however to soften beneath the inflic-. 
tion of bodily torture ; while the assurances, 
she received that her malady was of an in-. 
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curable nature, for the first time awakened 
awing and solemn reflections in her obdu- 
rate mind. 

Then frequently was the presence of Fisher 
Jenny solicited ; but not before many and 
earnest supplications had verbally reached 
her, nor until a letter from her favourite 
Duncan — all the way from America... re- 
quested her to pardon and pity his poor 
djring mother, was the Fisher-doctress pre- 
vailed upon to approach Knockando. Then 
indeed, she went; becoming an attentive, 
careful, but somewhat stern nurse, to Mrs. 
Kinloch. Strange but beneficial was. the 
power she exerted over the mind of the in- 
valid, who... shaken by age and infirmity... 
yielded with almost childlike readiness to 
the wishes of her attendant. She was in- 
duced to listen to portions of scripture, read 
by pious neighbours beside her sick bed; 
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she waa completelj cured of her haUtiial 
swearing ; and finally, she was prevailed 
upon to forgive and recall her now widowed 
daughter, from utter destitution to a com^ 
fortable home ; whence, however, her corpse 
was carried the very day that beheld the 
Goodwife herself at the point of death. For 
many weeks had the denunciations of Fisher 
Jenny rung in the ears of awakened con- 
science ; and, whether in moments of pain- 
ful self-possession, or when agony brought 
on partial delirium, her memory still revert- 
ed to the sentence pronounced against her. 

"Oh, Jenny! good Jenn/\^.she would 
say — " ia there nothing to be done for me ? 
nothing to avert the curse my evil passions 
have brought upon me ? I feel, as certainly 
as I now experience the pangs of approaching 
dissolution, that the Evil One wiU fulfil the 



awful malediction I have sinfully iaroked 
on mysell Fray, pray for me, Jenny T 

And Jenny would pray, and endeavour 
to convince her that sins sorrowfully repen? 
ted of were foi^ven; whilst she bitterly 
Uamed herself for uttering unhallowed de- 
nunciations, wrung from her by sinful and 
unchristian pride of heart. But all failed 
to soothe the dying woman's mortal dread. 

"Jenny," said she, "you see that auld 
bible on your knee, from which you have 
sae often drawn sweet comfort for my 
woundfsd spirit ; now bend that knee, and 
with your hand laid on that buik, swear to 
me that youll watch my puir corpse, alone 
by yoursel', on the night of my burial ; 
Your presence by my lonely grave will pre- 
serve what it contains frae the derg I dree ! 
Promise me this, or I winna rest in my 
£rave-claes ; promise — and that kist and all 
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its contents (pointing to a huge chest which 
stood in a comer of the room) shall be jour's; 
but refuse my last request, and I die a mise- 
rable death !" 

" I swear to do your bidding f exclaimed 
the shocked Janet, while the mistress of 
Knockando, calling to her servants to wit- 
ness the oath which had been taken in their 
presence, turned her face to the wall, and 
never spake again ! 

For some time, and whilst she was occu- 
pied in such melancholy oflSces as affection 
loves to pay to the dead, and which even 
the hardest hearted seldom dare to omit 
though they may hurry over them with dis- 
tasteful rapidity, the responsibility she had 

4 

incurred by assenting to the desires of the 
dying woman never intruded on the mind of 
Fisher Jenny ; and, when the age during 
which these incidents took place — ^so far^ 
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back as to justify the wildest terrors of su* 
perstition in a country where the supemat- 
ural still exercises a powerful sway over peo- 
pie in the same station of life as our heroine 
— ^when^ I saji all these things are taken 
into consideration, the readers of our more 
enlightened times will scarcely deny that 
the responsibility alluded to was, indeed, a 
solemn one — ^such as to melt the very heart 
with fear I 

But now the body was laid out, and the 
apartment so lately appropriated to watch- 
fulness and disease became, through the 
strange alchemy of Death, the province of si- 
lence and the dead !...now, when. she stole 
forth from its precincts into the kitchen 
crowded with neighbours and servants, and 
listened to the whispered words they uttered 
in allusion to the vow which some of them 
had witnessed, the full importance of the. 
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task she had undertaken, struck cold, and 
heavy, and witheringly, on her heart t The 
season was at its autumnal heat^ and the 
nature of the deceased's complaint^ together 
with the state of the atmosphere, rendered 
speedy interment advisable. But the few 
days limited for the Lykewake would soon 
pass, and then must she undergo the fearful 
ordeal from which nothing less than the 
breach of a solemn engagement could ab- 
solve herl Those who were near Fisher 
Jenny during this interval said that much of 
her time was spent in secret prayer and 
in lonely walks to the old church of Kirk ton- 
Ardersier, in which, among others of the 
Kinlochs, a grave had been prepared for the 
deceased* 

A few elderly men of the neighbourhood, 
and several of her own friendly community, 
had promised to accompany Jenny to the 



BOUGH BIBOOUBOIIOmS. 68 

ioeue of trial, and to pass the night of her 

vigil in sacred worship, in the chuxdijaid 

adjcnning the old kirk ; while her half-twitted 

but grateful friend, Oockle IS[anDj...wiu>m 

vianj yaaors hefere siie had rescued from tiie 

inebriaited soldier — ^had sworn to sit oiit> 

ttde the embrasure of one of the windowa^ 

^Jdreotlj overlooking the place of ordeal 
And now the funeral day had come, 

and the body of Mrs. Kinloch was deposited 

in its resting place within the church ; but 

stout as was the heart and stalwart the 

fiume of Janet Main, the former sank, and 

the latter shivered, as in solemn silence her 

hands were wrung by her friends outside the 

Kirk of Ardersier, while Cockle Nanny 

whispared : — " Fear na, Jenny 1 111 be there 

— ^ pointing to a dilapidated window •; 

'^ ni be near you ; sae ye'U break nae oath, 

for yen be your lane. But na, na I yell nae 
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be alane ; the good God wha sent you to m^ 
yon day, will be wi^ you 1" 
^ There was no moon, and the ghastly light 
which proceeded from a few fir-tree torches 
stuck round the walls of the dreary pile by 
the fisherman, rather added to the impres- 
sive loneliness of the scene ; and, as Jenny 
took her seat on a low stool within a short 
distance from the new made grave, she 
felt her brain whirl dizzily with a sense 
of the trial she was about to under- 
go. Throwing herself on her knees she 
prayed aloud for sustaining strength 
and then, opening her bible, she tried t6 
read, but the sickly light was insufficient ; 
so she shut the book again, and breathing 
a few words of adjuration, which had 
been taught her by the most pious elder of the 
parish, she traced around the stool, with her 
bible, an air-circle of considerable extent ; 
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and then, placing the sacred volume in her 
bosom, took her distaff and commenced 
q)inning ; ever and anon singing a verse of 
some hjmn, or stopping to listen to the 
psalmody chanted by her friends in the 
Kirk yard, which came faintly to her ear, full 
of sweet and tranquilising pathos. 

As time passed on, her fears subsided 
from the turbulent beatings of wild emotion 
to a duller, but scarcely less oppressive 
sense of peril. 

"Why should I fear T' said Jenny, 
talking aloud to shut out the sough of the 
wind that, at intervals, wailed mournfully 
through the building : — " Yet the living 
matm fear the dead I We are frail creatures, 
yet we fear the frailer dust. But it is not 
the dead only, that I fear ; it is, the dead 
wha never may have kent what life is ! 
T|ie living have never made this heart to 
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<|iiake nor this hand to quiver — for I never 
irronged hnman being; and if, indeed, my 
evil imprecation should tempt the 111 Spirit 
wha provoked it, to wreak his vengeance on 
this buried sinner, (whose soul may the 
Lord assoil ! ) surely I should do my best 
to prevent it 1 And, with His aid, wha is 
tlie Master of even the Wicked One, I wiU 
do it \ — Why, then, should I fear ? Have I 
not travelled at the murk midnight through 
Kirkyards where no other body would set 
l^eir foot after nightfall, and all to pvU the 
pipes of the spotted hemlock, to make a 
liniment for the darling bairn whose mother's 
corpse is now my charge ? — Have I not seen 
the dead-lights glinting frae bog to brae, as 
I went along, and what protected me ? 
The Book that is now in my bosom ! — ^Have 
I not howked up the banes of Tarn Bain, 
the bow-hocht, hanged minister, who slew 



hiB aiti wife^ that I might make a powderof 
them for otLera to drink healing frae— • 
Have, not I sat aneath the Kebbcck fltOM 
on yon wild muir, in the dead hour, and 
seen grasome shapes whirling round it^ that 
badi^a' the leuk or the scent of this wadd ?«— 
And didna' I sleep a hale nicht in the whina 
where Gursel Price murthered her bastard, 
nor waked till the lilt of the early layerock 
minded me of the task I had to do 1— *And 
what protected me then, but His book, and 
my ain good intent 1 '^ 

Time sped on, and Janet weened that ii» 
midnight hour was at hand, yet the heart 
within her rather gathered strength tiian 
yielded to fresh terror. The night was dark ; 
and the wind had arisen, so that she no 
longer ^heard the voices of her fdendi 
without : neither, had it eyen been day, 
could she have discerned the nook of the 
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dismantled window, whence Cockle Nanny 
had promised to watch her. Suddenly, a 
white unnatural light — that was not light, 
it seemed so thick and flaky — overspread 
the whole church, — giving the torches, that 
here and there continued to flicker dimly, a 
blue and glary appearance, while it distinct- 
ly brought out the outlines of the seats and 
galleries of the desolate chapel. For a 
moment, horror almost choked the lonely 
watcher ; but she clasped the bible firmly to 
her breast, and thought — for she could not 
utter — a prayer, as she laid her distaff and 
spindle at her feet. A sound, resembling 
the rustling of many withered leaves, or the 
friction of stiff silken garments, pervaded 
the space ; but in vain did her keen eyes 
search around : nothing was to be seen ! 

But any visible apparition which the 
hysteria of morbid imagination might con- 
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jute ap, would have been preferable to the 
tearror that seized Jenny's hearty when 
she heard the footsteps — quick and harried 
— of many unseen beings trampling near her, 
and seeming to circle round the new-made 
grave in some unhallowed and mysterious 
dance ! And now she hears the clatter 
of pickaxe and shovel, while the earth that 
covered the freshly-buried corpse is swiftly 
and expertly flung aside by the intangible 
implements of invisible phantoms! A 
prayer is in Jenny^s heart, but it reaches 
not her lips. Nay, her whole being is 
prayer ; and had she retained the faculty of 
wishing, she would have preferred the in- 
stant sight of the dreadful ministers of 
Devilry that promenaded around her, to 
thus beholding their achievements, them- 
selves unseen. 

The ground is now heaped up high on 
either side of the grave ; many feet are pat- 
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tering about it, but none have jet dared ta 
approach the outer verge of the holj circle 
with which the Fisherwoman had surrounded 
herself; and this circumstance — noted and 
remembered even in her extremest dread — 
renews the flagging courage of her spirit 

And lo ! invisible hands have dragged the 
clay, the corpse from its shroud — and in- 
visible fingers are busily flaying the naked 
body of the dead 1 Her form, apparently 
stiffened into stone, Janet Main watches 
these terrible operations. And now they 
have peeled off the entire skin of the de- 
ceased, from head to foot ; and for a mo- 
ment it is flung on the space between the 
grave and the charmed circle, in which 
stands our heroine ; while the invisible 
agents of hell deposit the flayed body once 
more in its coASd, and busily heap over it- 
the gathered mould 1 For one moment the 
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skin lay in the intervening space between 
the fiends and Fisher Jenny, but that mo- 
ment sufficed to inspire the brave-souled 
woman with a sudden energy of purpose. 
Advancing to the limits of the circle, she 
stretched out her distaff, and with one vi- 
gourous motion of her muscular arm, dragged 
the skin within the holy ring that protected 
her and it ! 

A direful yell — ^such as could only pro- 
ceed from the lips of the damned — ^rang in 
the ears of the watchers outside the Kirk of 
Ardersier, awakening them from a heavy 
sleep which had suddenly overpowered them. 
By a simultaneous movement, they rushed 
into the church. All was silent — the lights 
still burned as they had left them — ^they 
drew near the grave, and close beside it — 
her hands clasped and prone upon her face 

A'OL. II. E 
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— la; Fisher Jenny in a deep swoon. Her 
UUe had fallen from her bosom, and laj 
upon a huddled up unseemly mass of indefi- 
nable substance — ^the nature of which they 
tarried not to investigate until their eaie 
had restored their companion to life, litr 
first words were — ^* I have sared it» thanks 
be to His name ! — I have saved it ! — there ! 
— there! — there!" — And, pointing to the 
heap before her, they stooped shudderingly 
to examine it. 

Jt was the skin of a human being ! 

Little remains to be added ; but as the 
party left the kirkyard, in the early dawn, 
the intrepid Janet missed from the group 
the form of Cockle Nanny ; the party had 
scarody told her, in reply to her inquiries, 
that they had not seen the half-witted crea- 
ture since the commencement of their vigil. 
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were a fiunt mom startled then* Kot 
unmiwlfiil of the pfomise wbiispered by ber 
poOT firiend, Jenny baatened to tbe qpot 
wbaiee tbe groan proceeded, and tb»^ 
underneath the ruined window, lay Cockle 
Nanny — her arm broken, and her senses 
wide astray. The power of medicine cured 
the former, but she was ever after a complete 
idiot ; nor was tbe cause of this loss of the 
harmless woman^s remaining wits ever dis- 
covered. Doubtless the fearful scene that 
passed immediately before her, in the old 
Kirk, had entirely quenched the spark of 
reason — whose mystic light a beam may 
darken, as a beam may kindle ! 

Fisher Jenny's after life was long and 

peaceful. Duncan Kinloch returned from 

foreign climes, to repay with ample kindness 

the debt of gratitude he owed to the doctress 

E 3 
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of his youthful hurt ; nor was the daring 
intrepidity of our Fisher heroine ever for- 
gotten : it still lives in the annals of many 
a tale-telling crone in every bothy between 
Elgin and Inverness. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



THREE SCENES IN THE LIFE OF AK HEIRESS. 



Vain were all our efforts to elicit from Gap- 
tain Crowe the narrative of his adventure 
with the Brinjari ; but one evening, to our no 
small astonishment, he drew forth from his 
shako a small roll of paper, saying — ** Well, 
bpjs ! jou must not bother me again for 
stories, for I mean to read you one that will 
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satisfy jou as to the small amount of ability 
I possess in the tale-spinning line.'' 

" Is it the Brinjari affair T 

^' Fsha ! — it is something quite as trae, 
and much more sentimental The heroine 
— poor girl — was my kinswoman.'' 

" Read on," cried we. And he began 
the following narrative. 



I. 



OcciTRBENCES, that seom the most common 
when viewed with the hasty eye which looks 
not through the telescopic mind, are fre- 
quently in effect, when earnestly examined, 
rife with uncommon purposes. We pass 
lightly over events, which after-days will 
show us to have been crowded with influences 
—evil or benign — to sway the destinies of 
ourselves, or others; and, in the thick 
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walks of the woild, we are thrown upon 
persona, in whom we take an interest we 
know not why — whom we meet seldom, but 
always at some juncture marked bj pecu- 
liarity of circumstance-^-^ind we go on 
blindlj, nor ask ourselves why these chances 
have prevailed. GhoMea we miscall themi 
and treat them as such — ignorant in our 
nome&Clature and dim-sightedi n our dasafi- 
cation. Thus hath it ever hom : man altars 
not as the earth he tieads alters— our creeds 
are still &llacids-*-Our waking life still preg- 
nant with dreams. The present — ^like the 
past-«-passes in altenations of joj and sorrow, 
pride and shame. Wisdom is still a word 
in men's mouths-^Truth still a treasure in 
its deep well — ^Lifb still flies fastly to Death 
-^and the same dim shadow fklls from the 
giunt shape of Fdtubitt on our patiis t 
Three times in my life did I meet the 
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lovely woman who is the heroine of my 
brief sketch. It was a day bright with the 
flashing sunbeams of June ; nothing could 
surpass the serene beauty of the all but 
Italian skies, and the sea of Dover looked 
like a huge and speckless mirror, stretching 
from British cliff to Gallic strand one mass 
of pure chrystal. Yet the scene wanted 
not life — parties were promenading all about^ 
catching the summer air ; numberless vessels^ 
from the large trader laden with merchandize, 
to the humble craft of the fisherman, were 
all about ; and on the picturesque heights 
commanding the town, military pageantries 
were going on ; while from the artillery- 
fort a salute was firing, which announced 
the arrival from Ostend of some foreign 
potentate. On the eastward clifi^ that 
soared majestically over the sea, arose the 
Castle, looking — what indeed it is — a noble 
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specimen of the architectural powers of our 
ancestors. 

•As I stood on the beach, studying the 
animated beauty of the scene, I beheld a 
pleasure barge draw near the shore ; it was 
full of gay faces and merry voices — laughter 
and mirth were there ; but conspicuous 
amongst the party of young and fair who 
filled it^ was one lovely creature, whose 
image struck upon me like the vivid memory 
of some phantom of my dreams. As she 
stood up — ^the only one who stood — ^her 
light summer bonnet flung carelessly back, — 
her long dark hair waving about her fair 
neck and glorious bust, — her black eyes 
raining joyous influences all around, I know 
not how it was, or whence the accident, 
but a sudden movement of the boat over- 
balanced her, and ere one could tell two, or 
B 5 



8^ ROTTGH RIC0LLXCTI0N8. 

d&y 'twas done, she was overboard and in 

the water I 

A gentlemaii of distifigaished appeamuce 
Stood near me ; in a mom wt he was strag- 
gling with the waves, and before the eoant- 
less myriads, gazing on the scene, could ex* 
press their terrons or tender their assistance, 
he had borne her vigouronsly and unaided to 
the shore. She had not even fainted :«». 
though terrified and speechless, animation 
had not deserted her ; and hnrriedfty, bnt 
i?afcly, she was conveyed away. 

'* Who is she T said I, aoce»ting ihe near^ 
cv^fc bystander. 

** Miss Percitul, the riofh heiress of Ey- 
iliorne/' was the reply. *The gentleman, 
vc'bx) has assuredly saved her from a wntery 
p: v^'o, is Lord Baf frestoii) tlie most ezttBint* 
^tV^t man of fiu^ion of the day; a filni 
;';:';rous fellow, too — ^but a determined 



gambler, i(fpQrt aUedges thai the yovng 
haip^QS hs» alFea47 twice rejected his ad** 
drease^. Qratitude may hqw induce her to 
be Im severe.- ' 

My informant'e supposition was correct ; 
uqI m»iiy wee^ ti^^reafter they were united ; 
Mid the enormous wealth of the beautiful 
heirew was right welcome to the handsome, 
but needy fund d^sipated nobleman.. 



II. 



Twoyeei^ parsed away^ and I was in 
London, The wu^ter had come on suddenly 
and sullenly : 

-" Bitter cold it was ; 



Th9 owl, for all its feathers, was a-colcL*' 

Saow bad fallen for several days — the 
.sjVMjts wfit9 d^c^ dirty^ mi dangerous ; all 
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things looked wretched and filthy^ as all 
things always do in the metropolis at such 
seasons ; but though the voice of the star- 
ving beggar was heard in the nocturnal 
streets... though destitution and want and 
vice and wantonness walked abroad — the 
former train too frequently causing the 
latter... fashion and gaiety held their un- 
checked revels in courtly halls and gorgeous 
saloons. 

I had been invited to a party at the man- 
sion of one of the leaders of fashion, and I 
dared not neglect the flattering invitation... 
which, however, I would fain have done but 
for a consideration that need^ not be men- 
tioned. Slowly and reluctantly I left my 
little rooms, au second^ and betaking my- 
self to a cab, whose mauvaise odeur of what 
a modern farce calls " ingans and grigs,'' .to- 
tally overpowered the Fantaim de Pasta 
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with which I had scented mjself...! ordered 
the vehicle to be driven to Belgrave Square. 
The rooms were crowded, for it was late 
when I entered, hftev passing some time 
in lounging about, speaking to the few whom 
I knew, and looking at the many who were 
unknown to me, I retired to a corner otto- 
man — the only occupant of whose downy 
pillows was an elderly gentleman who ap- 
peared as willing as myself to remain a 
silent observer of the prevailing gaiety. Be- 
hind us, in the embrasure of a large window 
and half shrouded from us by drapery, was 
a seat, whence to our ears came the sounds 
of three female voices. 

"Who is the lady who persisted in ma- 
king over Lord Barfreston (I started at the 
name) to the tender mercies of her gigantic 
husband, at the card table V^ asked one. 

"Oh!^ it is that terrible fussy Lady 
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Kightabade ;*' yms the answer, in a voice 90 
xioh, 00 floft, that the tones trickled on mj 
eais like musia 

'* Sir Simon Nightshade is the most inve* 
terate gamester about town;^' growled a 
graff-spoken dame, whose thin, precise, 
sharp features were the only ones of the trio 
distix^uishable from our seat ; *^ rerj few 
escape the araricious baronet's clutches; 
his poor wife alwa js looks as if she had xnis* 
laid her mind, and was engaged in a perpet- 
ual search for it/^ 

^ I am sure Henry will not play deeply to 
Bight f ssdd the same sweet voice ; ** he 
has promised me, and he^^he was ymy un« 
Willingly led away by Lady Nightshade.'* 

^^ Promised ? ha, ha, ha I my dear Lady 
Barfireston, by this time you should know 
at w)»a/t rate to estimate such promises f 
said the angular lady ; '^ besides yoiur hus« 
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baod is never very ^* unwUliog''. to join a 
card party ; and his powers of resistance did 
not appear to be vety strenuously exerted/' 

A sigh escaped from the sweet voiced 
lady* — ^^ I wish he would eorne^'^ Maid she, 
almost in a whisper. 

A &iM>rt feyerieb laugh trotted out of her 
tormentor's thin lips, a^ she exclaimed — *^ U 
is quite time, dear madam, £)r you to res^ 
your lord to dubs and cands, and every 
other possiUe or impossible coterie where 
wi^es are foi^gotten, or negiected.^' 

'' My dear Miss Sowerby/' interfered the 
third lady, ^^ do not alarm Lady Barfireston ; 
her hufiband is just hke other husbandf^ and 
jfiHt csan know nothing of what wives en* 
dure/' 

" I assure you, Mrs. Wright/ grumbled 
Miss Sowerby, ^' that I have no inclination 
to icaow eibher what Lady fiar&eston!s or 
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any other lady's husband, can do in the way 
of creating uneasiness. I confess I do not 
know the temptation that coull induce me 
to be a wife." 

A silence ensued, when the old gentleman 
beside me, eyeing me closely, and perceiving 
that like himself I was a listener, said sotto 
voce — "Miss Sowerby is on the verge of 
fifty, and has been accusQd of offering her- 
self and her two thousand per annum to 
more than one individual... Lord Barfreston 
included, whom she used to pester so exten- 
sively with all sorts of yetits soins, that he 
was fairly obliged to insult her ; since when 
she has been most bitter in her attacks on 
him and his lovely wife ; for no enemies are 
so severe against us as those who have for- 
merly been our warmest admirers/' 

" Lady Barfreston, then," cried I, " is 
the ci-divant Miss Percival of Eythome 1" 
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" Alas, yes, sweet lady P was the reply. 

'* And is she not then happy ? Is her 
husband still the gambler he was before 
marriage T 

'' I am sorry to say, that neither is she 
hs^py, nor he reformed ; yet I do believe 
that he loyes her well and treats her kindly. 
But this sad passion for play defies all con- 
trol. He is a ruined man ; and unfortu- 
nately his wife's wealth, which no judicious 
restraints made solely her own, has been 
swallowed up by the same insatiable vice 
that has engulfed his own limited fortune. 
But hush !'* 

As he ceased, the party behind us arose ; 
and, just as they passed. Lady Barfrestun 
turned her face towards us, and for the 
second time in my life I saw her. Daz- 
zlingly beautiful, in her advance into wo- 
nanhood, had she grown ; tastefully ap- 
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parelledy no dress could rooder more distin- 
guished a lovlinesB unequalled. But there 
was yet a shadow on that fair brow— the 
careless glee of happy maidenhood had passed 
away, and in its place were the artificial 
smiles, which the world teaches its votaries 
to put on, to cover the secret sadness of the 
heart withaL Her figure was larger, while 
there was a noble grace in every movement 
that formed a striking contrsusit with the 
light and lively attitudes of the Heiress of 
Eythome, two short years before. As she 
drew near my companion arose ; when, 
recognising him, she held out her hand :-^ 
'* Ah ! dear Doctor fivesley^ is it you 1 
Fray take me to the card-room. I wish to 
go home, and Henry promised to accompany 



me/' 



I followed them. 

Deep in the (to me) perfectly recondite 
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mysteries of sraie fasdxiatiiig game^ whose 
very name I knew not» I observed the hand- 
some Loid Baifreston, So intently occopied 
seemed the whole party, that^the few 
intrnders who found their way into that 
room into that room were wholly unnoticed. 
Lady Barfireston approached her huiband's 
chair, and she saw at a glance — ^what was 
in truth obvious to less interested observers 
— that he had lost^ and was still loang. 
Once she placed her hand gently upon his 
shoulder, when turning round almost 
fiercely, and perceiving who it was, he gave 
a short silly laugh, and tdd her to go away, 
for he would soon join her. Presently, 
however, some disturbance took place 
among the players. Bar&eston, starting up,, 
declared he was " ruined,^' and would play 
no more. The party was broken up, and 
all was confusion. 
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•* Lead me to the carriage, Henry V 
whispered Ladj Barfreston, as she seized her 
husband's arm. — ** Did you not promise me 
not to play to-night V* 

" D ^n 1" exclaimed he, furiously — 

" do you not see that we are observed ? 
No preaching here, I beseech you." 

She made no reply. Whether it was that 
words of unkindness, coupled too with an 
oath, were so new to her as to overcome her 
— or whether some sudden indisposition — 
incidental to her manifest situation, and 
accelerated by confusion and circumstance 
— caused the accident, I cannot tell ; but 
I saw her shiver violently ; and had not 
Dr. Evesely stepped forward to render as- 
sistance, she would have fallen on the floor. 
She did faint, this time ! 



ROUGH BKCOLLECnOirS. 93 

m. 

I left London for Paris, a few weeks 
after the incident I have first related took 
place ; but prior to my departure, I learnt 
that such was the embarassment of Lord 
Barfreston's affairs, that both he and his 
lady had retired to the Continent. I had 
been about a month in Paris ; — ^it was a 
cold and disagreeable night in March, when 
returning home to my apartment in the 
Rue Louis le Grand, I became entangled in 
one of the narrowest and darkest streets of 
the Palais Royal ; and suddenly came upon 
a throng of people collected before the door 
of a large gloomy house, A plaintive voice, 
whose tones sounded familiar to me, was 
appealing piteously to the concierge for 
admittance, which he in vain assured her he 
dared not grant : and no sooner did I per- 
ceive that among the numbers assembled 
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round her there was not one who stood her 
protector, than I made a step forward — 
demanding, at the same time, of a female 
who stood near me, if she could tell me the 
nature of the disturbance. 

'^ Elle est folic, la pauvre T said the 
woman ; ** this is a gambling-establishment, 
and she declares that her husband is de« 
taiued there against his consent^' 

^* But there are no gambling-houses in 
these days/' 

" No public ones, monsieur, — but — *' 

" Let us go in, I implore you I" inter- 
rupted again the melancholy voice of the 
supplicant — " let me save my husband/' 

That voice... I could not be mistaken. I 
stepped forward, and beheld indeed Lady 
Barfreston, She looked wild, wan, and 
wretched ; her tall form, shrouded in a 
large shawl, concealed the outlines of her 
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shape^ bat a sad ehange had already taken 
plaoa in her eouBtonaaoe. Advancing to 
hety and accoflEting her in English^ I told her 
who I i?a% entreating her to put herself un- 
der my protection* With a look of speech- 
less tbankfulneas she unhesitatingly pkced 
her ana within mine ; and before I had time 
to reflect what course to pursue, a load noise 
from the inteorior of the house reached us : 
and, soon after, the door was forced open, 
revealing to us a ghastly figure, from whose 
bea4 and neck streamed a current of blood 1 
Rushing, or rather staggering down the 
steps, he fdl at the feet of Lady Barfreston ; 
but 01^ glance sufficed to assure that unfor- 
tunate creature that the being who lay life- 
less before her was her husband ! 

Brief and hasty details must sum up the 
sad narratioe-. Poliee officials were soon 
upon the alert about us;...sd2ures were 
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made of desperate criminals ;...and loaded 
dice, and every other auxiliary of fraud re- 
sorted to by the infamous, were discovered. 
Lord ^rfreston and his miserable wife were 
conveyed to their hotel, and it was ascer- 
tained that the infatuated dupe of systema- 
tic villany... after having lost such sums as 
he could not pay... had detected unfair play 
in his opponent, accusing him of the same in 
loud and opprobrious language. A blow 
succeeded — and unarmed, at the mercy of 
his assailants, he was severely wounded, ere, 
forcing his way to the door, he burst it open 
and fell senseless... but not dead — at the 
very feet of his hapless wife, who had fol- 
lowed him unobserved to the squalid pre- 
cincts of the maison dejeu. 

Of Lord Barfreston's future life,- Time... 
not I, can tell the tale. But I had seen the 
unfortunate heiress of Eythorne for the third 
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and last time. The newspapers of the fol- 
lowing week detailed the sudden death of 
the beautifid Anne, Ladj Barfreston after a 
premature accouchment I 



TOL. II. 
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CHAPTER V. 



THE OKE-HANDEB LADY : AK AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL 

FRA6HE2YT. 



^^Well, at length, I have mustered up 
courage to bring you a story — the coinage of 
my own wild brain — " said Phillipson, one 
evening; "I was rather unwell the other 
day on picket, and sent for the doctor who 
gaye me a powerful dose of laudanum ; to 
which, I really believe must be ascribed all 
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fluch euio^^ or cei^ures^ as the taile itself 
may elicif 

" Hear j hear T* cried the Colonel 

"" It is too losigy for one sitting.^^aixd do 
not consider me affected^ but I positivelj 
camiot he mj own reader* Who cau make 
out my maniiscript T 

" Any body with ey^" said I ; " even I, 
who have none of the best, can read your 
fine clear writing. ShaU I try V' 

I took it, and re»d— 

THE ONE HANDED hAVT 



•It was in vain that I strove to f prget 



her ! When frenzy filled my brain with un- 
substantial chimeras^ she was never absent 
from thought during its wildest wandgrin^ ! 
nor, in the after-idiotcy of grief bepumbed, 
when the eye was blind to the p9|^eantpes 
F 3 
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of earth — the ear deaf to the voice of af- 
fection — was her image for a moment veiled 
from my mental vision. She was the sole 
remembrance, the one absorbing idea of my 
mind. The atmosphere was luminous with 
her presence, and fragrant with her breath. 
The sound of her voice — blessing me as she 
died — echoed around me ; and before me, 
her form — pure as the snow in which she 
perished — lay stretched ; as cold, as pale, as 
the whitest wreath of that fatal storm ! The 
world was filled with her image ; not with 
her living presence, for that would have been 
bliss, but with the spectral music of her ac- 
cents hovering in air, while beside me her 
lips were frozen into wan and rigid breath- 
lessness. I saw her everywhere ; and always 
she looked as when she lay within my arms 
—her golden ringlets stiffening in the frost, 
and death dimming the lustre of those loving 
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eyes that neyer» never looked a reproach to 
him who had torn her from the seclusion of 
her saintly retreat, to die in a snow-storm 
on those far away hills ! In my ears still 
rang her lasl words, fiuntly and slowly par- 
celled out — as honey trickles drop by drop 
from the crushed comb : — " Weep not, be- 
loved ! — to die with thee is life 1 '^ 

But / did not die with her 1 Why did 
I not 1 — Tet was there rapture in that 
parting look, — ^in the pressure of her chilly 
hand- — to which the heart's -unsubdued 
warmth of love reached not ; yea^ rapture 
such as within her Convent's walls had never 
thrilled her bosom« What was the world 
now to me, bereft of her — ^for whom I had 
braved the anathemas of the Church — flung 
from me the dignities of proffering princes — 
deserting father and mother and country ? — 
her whom I had won but to weep over as 
lost for ever ? What was the whole earth to 
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me but a wilderness, whence the only wen- 
spring of delight had vanished t If w«re 
well, had memory proved but a blank. 
Forgetfnindss is bliss^-^the bliss (4 the 
maniac ; but to me remembrance was a mag- 
nif jing mirror, imaging a sad procession of 
sheeted spectres, shrouded nuns, frozen andf 
ghastly — the dim pageant always terminating 
with one bierless corse, and that was hers. 
Madnesi^ is often a happy thing, though a fear^ 
ful one^^laughing in its chains and glorjdng 
in its dungeon. But I was not mad r it was 
the destruction of feeling, reason, memory, in 
all but one point ; or, rather, each separate 
idea, thought and sensation, concentrated into 
one dread picture of the past — the corse of 
the Novice of Ste. Madeleine,— Lillian — ^my 
bride ! 

Two years passed over me in this state : I 
laj inert beneath them : Time the passing 
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c\(mi, I thi9 aeufleleafl» yei stnaitiTa dod — 
wrung by the traxnpfing heel, yet tryiBg not 
to more from the thing that pained me. I 
had been diaeoTered by our stray gnidos ££»* 
less beside the stiffened form of Lillian, aand 
in that ocmditicm was conveyed to the oottage 
which I h$d pi^pared for the reception of my 
bride, a^d wh^e my siater^-^-her early friend 
^-trwaited to welcome as. With the rteady 
untiring affection of her gentle natiue, she 
nursed and waited iipon m« through days 
a^d nights of nameless luxrror ; devoting 
herself with miflinchiog labour to thd task 
of attending a brother's life of desperate 
ravUiig alteroating with idiotic etppelaction 
in Ifho very fLmh and flowerage of bear youtb- 
fal beauty, ^,nd a^a^doning evea the pl^hted 
lovar of her heart's Section, for o^e whose 
hour^ w^e a monotony of disease and 
sorrow. 
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Almost the first sensation, free from sel-* 
fishness, that arose within me, boding reco* 
very, was the pang that thriUed throtigh me 
as I remarked how watching and suffering, 
and the disappointment of self-crushed love 
had paled the roses on her cheek, and wasted 
to emaciation her round and girlish form. 
This sight did more for me than all the me- 
dicated potions that were so idlj squandered 
on a disease that had its seat in the mind. 
I did not neglect my Gecile ; I even tasked 
myself to win her into the belief of my per- 
fect , recovery. By degrees, I prevailed on 
her to permit her betrothed to visit us ...nor 
did I stop till I saw them united. Then I 
had nothing more to think of.*. nothing 
more to stimulate me to exertion. I saw 
her blest in the husband of her choice : I 
saw the roses of health once more revisit her 
cheeks : my task was done, and I retired to 
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soUtude the most severe, nursing such 
visions of grief as make the desolation they 
deplore still more dreadful. 

The world contained not an object to 
whom my existence was necessary : all my 
tormer pursuits became loathsome — my at- 
tainments were neglected. ..my talents for« 
gotten. Fame ! what was it now to me ? 
I bore the honorable scars which had been 
received in the wars of my country, and ot 
which I had once been proud ; what were 
they now but unseemly cicatrices 1 Poetry, 
which had been my passion, my consoler. •« 
the channel through which I breathed forth 
the fervencies of my young spirit — ^in whose 
dews I cooled the fever of my ardent imagi- 
nation — was but the tinkling dissonance of 
an aimless sound. Tlie mind of the true 
poet, like the cauldron of Medea, renders old 
things new ; and criticism had wont to as- 
F 5 
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sign me laurels for the oiiginalitj of my ig^ 
ments, and the melody of my song. Kow 
all was forgotten ; pen and palette lay in 
the dust ; the lute, which had discoursed 
rich music, was netted over by the web of 
the spider; and the painter's appliances 
rotted away untouched. They had ,won me 
celebrity, long sought and hardly struggled 
for. Yet now ! 

What, then, is this feverish longing for 
fame 1... this craving thirst for the dange- 
rous dew of praise 1 — We toil on and on for 
our obelum of admiration — we obtain it... 
and then bauquetting on the unsubstantial 
diet which it purchases for our wasted 
spirits, we die ; — or, worse, we hang our 
neglected bay-leaves on the withering boughs 
of some mental upas ; and live, exhaling 
venom !,.. our youth... which is the manna 
of existence — smelts away in the cup of sor- 



I . 
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tf^m vl^h the wcdd mixes up for us, and 
imparls no enduring flAYour to the draught. 
But iu mine &te had stirred the ingredi- 
ents of a powerful passiKA, and love's sweet- 
oessT^^^tumel to bitterness. • . oiade everything 
taste of wormwood. 

The next event, which came to disturb 
the current of life's stream, was the death of 
my only brother. I had scarcely known 
him ; and if I thought of him as dead, it 
was m^ely with a feeling of envy. But^ by 
his decease, duties and distinctions I detest^ 
ed devolved on me. I was finally prevailed 
upon, chiefly by the affectionate and disin- 
terested arguments of Gecile and her hus- 
band, to abandon my solitude among the 
Swiss valleys, and return with them to the 
paternal mansion in Normandy. My father 
and mother welcomed me as people welcome 
the only treasure which destiny has spared 
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them : they refrained from apbraidings, nor 
was the past recurred to ; but they implored 
me to enter the marriage state. I was their 
only son, the sole male descendent of an an- 
cient and noble line, and they besought me 
with frequent supplications not to suffer the 
name of De Beauchamp to become extinct. 
I rejected the idea of wedlock with angry 
repugnance, and would have left them for 
ever, but...touched by their grief... by the 
sight of their grey hairs — and their promises 
no farther to urge what was so distaseful to 
me — I consented to remain with them. It 
was well that I did so, for they soon sank 
under the weight of years, blessing jne as 
they died. 

My sister and De Bosni came to console 
me : they were accompanied by a young 
lady — the friend of Cecile — rich, beautiful, 
^nd amiable. She evidently regarded me 
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with a favourable eye, but I ioon pierced 
through the flimsy though well*meant plot, 
deidsed by the affection of my relatives to 
draw us together, and kept more closely to 
my apartments than ever. My sister had 
one child — a lovely, lisping elf — whose 
young words were banning to form them- 
selves into those sounds of endearment 
which man first learns, that he may the 
better betray — ^and whose first steps on the 
grass bespeak the futile, yet, ambitious 
daring, that marks the human spirit through 
the whole of its uncertain career ! I became 
very fond of the little Ouillaume ; he was 
my companion for many hours of the day, 
and his parents delighted in watching the 
growth of thi& attachment. The boy loved 
me : for hours would I carry him through 
the woods around the chateau, or watch over 
him as he slumbered beside me on the moss; 
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and our mutual partialitj was hailed by De 
Rosui and Gedle with grateful joj, as indi- 
catiye of returning sensibilitj to thdr un- 
fortunate brother. About this time an im- 
perative neoessitj drew me to Paris. De 
Rosniand my sist^ had meanwhile taken 
up their abode with me entirely, at my re- 
peated solicitations ; I therefore det^mined 
on concluding the business that compelled 
me to leave them with all possible dispatch, 
and hoped to be with them again, ^at the end 
of a month. I tore myself with reluctance 
from my little prattling Guillaume ; but^ 
when smiling through his tears, he ex- 
claimed — " Uncle will bring me a nice little 
dog Y^ a chill ran through my heart, and I 
said to myself with perhaps unfounded mis- 
anthropy — "There was but one who ever 
loved me for myself alone T I did bitter in- 
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justice to mj good Oodle-— but soirow is too 
(tften tmjust and selfisL 

With wh«t unmiD^^ f edings of aversioii 
did I again eater timt world from irtuck I 
bad been for niae years self-banished! I 
re-aitcared it with such sensations as may be 
supposed to assail an exile who, after loi^ 
years of witndering, returns to the home of 
his youth to find it oocupied by beinjpB of 
an unknown raoe. But such feelings were 
morbid — the change was in my own heart, 
not in the world ; and there had that mis- 
anthropy gathered which made alteraticA 
appear where there was none. Tet I wrong 
myself — there was no misanthropy, no 
hatred of mankind ; there was only repug- 
Tiance to his pleasures, his heartless enjoy- 
ments, his circling dance of amusements, 
in which I had played a part^ until Lillian 
intery^oed to make me think, and loye, and 
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weep, and madden I The Mends, whom I 
had known in the days of my popularity, 
received me with kindness ; but knowing 
what had befallen me (for the tale of my 
sorrows had reached France, where I had 
been so well known), they abstained from 
the indelicacy of urging me to distasteful 
communion. Sometimes, it is true, I was 
induced to pass an evening with the Due 
d' Ancelly, when he was quite alone. He 
had ever been a true and valued friend. 
But I often longed for the little Guillaume, 
the woodlands of De Beauchamp, the rocks 
and the meadows, and the very shadows of 
the old chateau, as they lengthened over 
the sunset path ! Methought these inani^ 
mate things loved me more than living thing 
ever could do again — they were at least 
disinterested. What folly I 

I was detained in Paris much longer than 
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I expected, by unlooked for delays 1 and I 
longed the more ardently for the quiet of 
Normandy. Alas ! I trod on the very 
borders of a sea of turbulent excitement^ 
whose waves were about to engulf me ! The 
vortex was before me, to which I sped on in 
ignorant blindness ; and I was soon to en* 
counter my proper curse — that curse which, 
in one shape or other, fills the star of each 
man's destiny with his measure of misery 1 
Had I not already basked in its beams 1 — 
Tea ; but I had not exhausted their malign 
nity t how little do we know of our own 
hearts ! — how little guess we of the love 
they cherish for sin, and stain, and rotten- 
ness ! — Rob them of the flowers, and they 
will dote on the canker ; level the mountain 
on which their fair affections have fed, and 
they will '* batten on the moor T— What, 
then, after all, is hakI A compound of 
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daj mixed wp with learen, the gall of aspics^ 
ttd the foam of a lioii.-^A little fire, stolen 
hy Prometheas £rom the axm, served to ani* 
mftke the mass ; and is that small portion ol 
heavenly matter enough to ennoUe the 
base and hideous nature of the other ingrei- 
dients? But I wander, and I need not 
anticipate. 

One night I had consmted to attend a 
f^te, given by the Due dT Ancelly to cele- 
brate the anniversary of his marriage : it 
was the first thing of the sort I had wit^- 
nessed for years. The gay and gorgeous 
saloons were crowded when I entered ; a 
thousand brilliant lights shone on a scene of 
festivity such as recalled those days of my 
youth, when I was one of Fashion's most 
petted minions. I was yet young-^my 
thirtieth summer had barely passed, but the 
withered heart within so juvenile a frame 
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bad no boaieaf irith ^^xe^lrj that flooded 
those qMKdotis haBfi. As a condodittg 
btiist of music sounded in xnj eaors^ a thrill 
— -^d and freezing-^ian thro>agh mj frame. 
I fdt side, and leant aigainst a pillar to 
support* mjmM. Suddenly a hum of ad- 
miration «r88 heard, sounding the louder for 
the intense silence that had preceded it, 
during the perfarmance of the mu^c. A 
gentleman near me exclaimed — '^ It is the 
Widow of Oalafaia, the ONS-HAaiBED ladt ! 
What grace ! what exqcd/^te beauty T 

" Yes," whispered another,—** 'tis a fitj 
that beauty dhould be linked to tiiat mask 
of myi^ery, whidi is so seldom worn by 
anyUiing but guilt I They say that lovely 
hwd has held other and deadlier playthings 
than lute or rosary/' 

** Psha I'' oied the first speaker, " only 
the gosap of envious women and baffled 
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men. She is as noble as she looks ; and^ 
as for guilt ; why her wealth outweighs if 
I did not raise mj ejes, but I knew that 
a crowd was approaching the spot where I 
stood ; and, anxious to avoid them, I stag^ 
gered towards a couch ; but stumbling from 
continued giddiness, I fell against it — 
striking my forehead wiih such violence 
that the blood gushed from the wonud, 
which, however, instantly relieved the 
faintness at heart. The ladies screamed and 
retreated — aJl hut one. I knew not who it 
was, for I was at first blinded by the blood 
that poured from my brow — ^but I heard a 
voice of surpassing melody, modulated to 
gentlest sympathy, and a hand, soft, small, 
and delicate, pressed the folds of a muslin 
'kerchief to my forehead. 

Recovering from the confusion which, 
more than the pain, embarrassed me, I 
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turned to thank the kind unknown; and 
beheld an object of the most dazzling, yet 
peculiar style of beauty. She had seated 
herself beside me on the couch, to which, 
regardless of observers, she had led me ; 
and waa gazing on me with eyes of such 
deep fascination, of such eloquent commis- 
seration, that I remained spell-bound. 
Darker they, were than jet, large and pas- 
sionate, with something of unearthly ex- 
pression in them that reminded me of a 
picture ; for they were like nothing living I 
had ever seen. Her elegant form was tall 
and voluptuous — ^whilst her dress, which 
was of black velvet, contrasted richly with 
the brilliant snow of her skin. She wore 
not a single ornament, but her raven hair 
was simply braided over her high and 
haughty brow, and fastened at the top of 
her head in a knot, from whence fell in 
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graceful folds a kmg yA&te yeiL O&e arm 
— 4t was t^e left— ^was nraffled up in a 
peculiar, yet fanciful and becoming fcapeiy, 
resting in a sling which depended from her 
swan-like neck — ^more like an ornament than 
a support. I gazed on her in rapt mlence, 
tlrinking in the rich magnificence of her 
pale proud beauty ; till at l^igth, in palpa- 
ble confusion, I murmm*ed out my acknow- 
ledgments. My embarrassment was soon 
terminated by the approa<^ of the Due, 
who introduced us to each other — ^ Mar- 
chesa di Polignoni — Gomte de BeaucbBmp f 
I avoided society no longer, but it was 
only to meet Bomoalda 4i SVylignoni that I 
courted it, and I met her evefywhere. (^ 
was sought, admired, flattered — ^yet feared 
and disliked. Yes, her charms, her fascina- 
tions could not blind me to the fact that 
she was hated and dreaded as much by the 
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one sex 88 ishe mia &Uo9rod by the other. 
Why was this 1 I could not gueash-^I did 
iset ask^^-^but if I thougbt of it at «U*^ 
«bich 1 4oabt^ aecrifaed it to the male- 
Totence of envy and jeakmsy. She toice me 
irom my^idlf ; she smiled on me, holding 
all oUiersof my sex aloof. My yamty mas 
flatkered, my ireason taken pnsoner, my 
heavt-oossomaftig soEDDRv quenched. I owed 
her gratitude for this exemptioa from .^ 
stings laf snemory cdone, and I paid it mth 
mj heart's >lo¥e-*or I believed so. 

Like aidiantment ^as this voman^s 
pemer ^oror me, and with a gratified fatuity 
I yielded to it ^Of Idra I thought Iktle ; 
of mazxiage stiU leas ; of any feeling that 
ofiiild insuU the most fastidious delicacy, 
not at SL&. It was all the indistinct glory of 
a <gojRgeoius >dieam^-a pageant of the brain, 
in which I moved passively, but with a 



120 BOUQH BBOOLLSCTIOHS. 

subdued joj — like the first delicious help- 
lessness that results from a dose of opium ! 
Absent from her, mj thoughts were yet frill 
of her ; her words at parting — the last 
glimpse of her smile — ^the last pressure of 
her hand, lingered on my thoughts like sun* 
light on the sea — tinging the dark depths 
that lay between us until we met again, 
with a gleam of hope. I listened to her 
often in complete silence, enjoying the mu- 
sic of her lute-like voice, and the rich ori- 
ginality of a mind, whose every thought 
seemed nevertheless imbued with a gloomy 
colouring, a mysterious shade, that made 
her eloquent conversation sometimes as fear- 
fully thrilling as it was always fascinating. 
She was to me as a draught of some exqui- 
site wine that bad intoxicated me ; but the 
into:dcation was full of dreamy bliss-^^. 
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bliss tinged, nevertheless^ with a nameless 
dread. 

One day I was sitting alone, immersed in 
thoughts of her, when the Due d' Ancelly 
was announced. He spoke long, but it was 
some time ere I could collect mj faculties 
sufficiently to comprehend the gist of his 
discourse : it was, in short, that he wished 
to know what my intentions really were 
towards the Marchesa, " Intentions r I 
had intended nothing — meant nothing I But 
the word let in a flood of light upon my 
mind. My friend had awakened me from a 
long dream ; but he had done his duty. 

" Reflect, dear Henri,'* said he, " before 
you decide. Above all, do not quite dis- 
regard the strange rumours that prevail con- 
cerning this mysterious Calabrese.'* 

" Rumours 1 I know of none, but such 

VOL. II. G 
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as the envy of ber own sex may have 
originated/' 

'' Listen to me,'' said the Due ; ^* only a 
person so totally absorbed as you have been 
ever since you first met her, and entering so 
little into the common intercourse of the 
world, could be ignc»rant of what is said of 
the lady. Even you have perceived that, 
though rich and beautiful, and courted (as 
the rich always are when no definite stigma 
is affixed to their reputation), yet is she 
viewed askaunce ; nay ! with aversion and 
distrust; having no intimate friends, nor 
companions — neither seeming to wish for 
any. I know not a single individual of her 
own sex who does not shrink, at first, from 
her presence, with an unaccountable dread : 
yet I know many who are too highminded 
to feel either jealousy or envy of her un- 
doubted beauty. I have frequently endea- 
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Toured to investigate the cause of this sin- 
gular repugnance, but they invariably own 
that they have no just foundation for it ; 
yet all allege chat they are sensible of a 
cold thrill through their veins as she ap* 
preaches them — which subsides under the 
charm of her brilliant conversation aad 
beauty. Nay, ridiculous as it seems, I my- 
self have experienced it/' 

I replied not, for I had also felt this 
inexplicable sensation — ^attributing it to the 
passionate delirium of my love. 

" But I spoke of rumours," resumed he ; 
" well, it is reported that her late husband 
purchased her from a band of mountebanks 
for her exceeding beauty, when she was, a 
little girl. Enamoured of her grace and 
talents, which were highly cultivated under 
the first tuition, he espoused her ; but, in a 
fit of jealousy, inflicted so severe, a wound 
G 3 
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on her left hand, that amputation became 
necessarj. He was soon after assassinated 
in the streets of Palermo, where they resided 
at the time, and scandal was not tardy in 
hinting that the Marchesa could have named 
the assassins. She has been here for 
twelve months, where she was first intro- 
duced into society by the old Princess 

de ; the only attendants she brought 

with her from Sicily continue with her — a 
deformed and cross-grained dwarf, who is 
the terror of the children in tlie streets, and 
an old Calabrian woman, whom she calls her 
nurse. It is very certain that some secret 
cause of uneasiness is attached to this muf- 
fled arm, of which she loves not to think : 
the slightest glance towards it by an inqui- 
sitive or unthinking person, instantly draws 

a gloomy frown over her countenance. My- 
stery is a mask that oftener hides a blemish 



\ 
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than a beauty, and I only entreat you to 

I cannot paint the whirlwind of conflict- 
ing emotions in which the Due left me. I 
felt that his intentions were friendly, but I 
blamed the readiness with which he sanc- 
tioned the incredible anecdotes of one who 
was, indisputably, involved in a cloud of 
mystery. Still, something whispered that, 
disguise it as I might, there was an un- 
earthly character in the style of the Mar- 
ehesa's beauty that accorded not with the 
open and candid heart, the pure and inno- 
cent mind. There was at times a gloom 
upon the brow — a lightning in the eye. 
But I. felt that a step must be taken ; either 
I must leave her for ever, or wed her! 
Was I then sure that she would be mine ?. 
Yes, I thought she loved me, as surely as I . 
loved her ; yet how different were the feel-. 



126 BOTOH RECOLLECnOKS. 

iDgS with which the love of Lillian filled 
me ! They were such as pervaded my whole 
being with gratitude to Heaven and good- 
will towards man : they saturated my sod 
with purity and peace, with the gentleness of 
her own divine nature ; they were entirely 
free from turbulence. On the contrary, eTery 
idea> that was connected with the image 
of the Marchesa, breathed of the violence 
of passion. When I saw her my pulses 
bounded, my blood leaped into its channels, 
and my breath came fast. In my intercourse 
with Lillian, all was tranquil and serene : I 
felt cis if I were companioned by an angelic 
preaerver, who could lead me to the goidea 
gates of Paradise — I was sure that si^ or 
stain could never reach me while she was 
by. With the Marchesa, my enjoyment was 
still linked with uneasiness-^ a nervousi^ss— ^ 
a sensation of unrest. It was the troubled 
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joy of a drunkard, and I felt that her smile, 
her whispered will, could make mine arm 
the arm. of a murderer, and my hand red 
with the blood of a brother ! Yet I was never 
happy but in her presence — ^never satisfied 
except when ker dazzling eyes rained the 
glorious shower of their glances upon me. 
Was I then happy — then satisfied 1 To 
what feelings does infatuation induce men to 
attach these words ! 



128 ROUGH RECOLLKCnOllS. 



CHAPTER VI. 



CONCLUSION OF THE ONE HANDED LADY. 



The night was close and sultrj, as I sat 
lUDoinating ; and from the gardens came a 
flood of fragrance from the orange blossoms 
— rising like an invisible cloud of incense 
to bail the star-encircled moon. I took my 
hat and sword, and entered the street — al- 
most without a purpose. It was not late. 
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yet an unusual silence pervaded the streets ; 
and wandering down a path, or alley, which 
led to the open country, I foand myself 
without the wall that surrounded the dwell- 
ing of the Marchesa : a light glimmered in 
one balcony ; it might probably be that of 
her sleeping apartment, for I knew — and it 
was a subject of remark — that she retired 
early for the night At that moment my 
eyes fell on a little postern door in the wi^ 
nearly hid by shrubbery : it was old and de- 
cayed, — and, scarcely conscious of the act^ I 
forced it open and entered the grounds. A 
very few paces brought me beneath the bal- 
cony, whence the light still shone brightly^ 
The balcony was but a few feet from the 
ground, — one spring would bring me to the 
presence of her who was the subject of my 
thoughts ; my blood boiled as the idea 
Hashed across me, and I was about to follow 
Q 5 
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the suggeirtioQ, when the soimds of Toices 
firom the interior of the chamber arrest 
me. I drew closer — ^it seemed to me that 
there was a struggle, for I heard the fall of 
aome heavj substance, whilst a harsh voice 
uttered menacing words : 

*^ The weapon is now mine V it said ; 
•* you are in my power ; submit — or dread 
the consequences !" 

" Submit ? Never, monster I" cried the 
well-known voice of the Marchesa : — " Would 
you slay your protectress V 

A loud discordant laugh, followed by a 
shriek, decided me ; and the next moment 
I had leaped into the balcony, seemii^ly 
unheard by the actcnrs in the strange scen^ 
that presented itself in the adjoining cham- 
ber. A hideous dwarf, the favorite atten- 
dant of the Marchei^, stood over her prostrate 
form ; one muscular arm Imit against a pi^- 



kjrrr!>^iii the oth^ he held a stileito, in (he 
act to strike, — while a fiendiab grio ^^ 
t(»rt6d a irisage nnrivalled in ugtinesa. One 
powerful Uom |roin mj swovd stretched t\ke 
frightful deformity on thfi floor — to bl$^ hia 
kat Twioe he attempted to speak^^^^^' ^^- 
pmt and Dupe ^ at lengtjb broke from his 
lips, and with an appalling sound — h^lf 
langbtor, half ydlr-^he e^pir^ t 



'' You hay^ ^av^ ]Ae...jou have saved 
mj life, ..nay, inore...mjiiie ^pnourT ex- 
cUi^ed the M^chesa ; " he9ceforth^ Ro- 
mo^lde^ di Poli^oni is thi^e. ..thine for ever ! 
.••And wiU thou, i9deed, link thy fate with 
^% of one who is all a mystejry % the se- 
crets of whose by-gone life may never be re- 
• varied even jtp ^he^ T 
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M7 reply was a smile, as silently I dasped 
her to my heart. 

^* But hast thou not too surely forgotten 
all the wretched conditions, on which only 
this solitary hand can become thine ? " 

I shook my head, but I still smiled. 
** Nay, " added Romoalda, '' let me repeat 
them. " 

" Oh, yes I my beloved 1 So that you speak 
and I listen, so that your yoice is in my ears 
over and over again repeat them. ^ 

" This arm, — ^view it — ^thus muffled ; nay, 
kiss it not — neither touch it; this arm 
never must eye of him who loves me see 
uncovered ! Smile not, my Henri : my voice 
is solemn, my heart is sad ; and, look in 
my eyes, that heart loves you. Smile not 
nor deem me credulous ; there are such 
things as spells and sorceries — and in my 
own Calabrian woods have / become their 



SOUGH HBCOLLECnOIS. 138 

victim. Thy love and its object shall perish 
together, when thou shalt behold this limb 
bared before thee ! I have told thee, Henri, 
that the four first hours of every day, from 
the midnight bell till grey dawn begins to 
bode a summer morn, are vowed to solemn 
vigil. Unseen, unheard, must they pass; 
nor may the sanctuary devoted to them ad- 
mit human being, save my faithful Bar- 
bara.'' 

'' Look not thus wan and ghostlike, my 
Romoalda. Have I not sworn to all this 1 '' 

'^ Hear you not the bell of midnight ^ " 
cried she, starting up ; '^ already is the hour 
of penance cx)me. Begone, dear one ! begone, 
and leave me to my task ! " She shuddered 
as she spoke, and giving me her hand — that 
white, beautiful, but unmated hand, to kiss, 
left me I 

Next morning, while I was engaged in 
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eomoiunicatiDg to mj sister the important 
and unlooked-for change that was afaottt to 
take pkoe in my life, entreating her to come 
to Paris to witness mj nuptials, which wore 
to be solemnized in another month, a letter 
from her was brought me. It expressed, in 
the moat affectionate terms, their anxietj for 
my return, ending witii these lingular 
words : 



'* You say your affairs are concluded, then 
" why tarry away longer from us 1 fieturn, 
*' Henri, forwe miss you much. De Rosni is 
** ill, Yory ill indeed, but he would not have 
" me think so ; and your little friend Guill^ 
^' aume pesters me with kisses for his truant 
^^ unde. Besides I have bad such a dreaan 
*' about you that it has quite alarmed me — 
" more than you will like to hear with your 
'* stubborn unbelief in all my favourite 
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'^ omens. I thought we were wandering to- 
"" getiier in that gloomy forest of Salency, 
" where yon were so fond of hunting when 
^^ you w^re a youth : all of a sudden a gaunt 
^ and rabid Wolf— it was a wolf, Henri, but 
"^ holy Tirgin ! it had the face of a beautiful 
^ woman^'-Hsprang upon you from the under** 
'' wood, felling you to the earth 1 I awoke 
'* with a loud shriek that startled my 
"^ husband ; but he smiles at me now. Not 
'^ so old Robert, who declares that some 
'' danger menaces his faster-child. I shall 
*^ never forget that wolf, nor the dazzling 
'* beauty of its woman^-face— Hguch a style of 
^ fearful beauty as you may imagine possessed 
" by the Lamia of the ancient fiction.— Come, 
'' Henri ; but come not alone through those 
"woods of Salency, as thou lorest thy 
'' faithful and affectionate 

*' Cecilb r 
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I smiled as I threw the letter aside, as- 
suring her in mine that neither wood nor 
wolf would sunder us long from each other. 

The month passed, and Romoalda be- 
came my wife. Our nuptials were solemnized 
without much pomp or publicity, for Gecile 
was unable to attend, owing to the increas- 
ing indisposition of De Rosni ; of whose 
death we soon after received intelligence. 
But immersed in the delicious dream that 
had spelled my senses, I had not a tear to 
spare for the friend of my youth ! Ah ! 
how fleetly fled the next six months^ and 
what a season of gloom succeeded that tide 
of joy ! At the end of that period Romoalda 
expressed a vehement desire to re-visit her 
estates in Calabria ; and we left Paris, hav- 
ing written to request that the widowed 
Cecile — whom I had not seen since our 
union — would join us at my wife's castle, 
with Guillaume. 
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Polignoni was a wild and romantic spot^ 
wholly secluded amid scenery of a gloomy 
character. Alas I these sombre shades soon 
imparted their melancholy colouring to our 
wedded life, for a dark and dismal change 
became soon perceptible in the disposition 
of my Romoalda. With her many hours of 
solitary vigil, in the oratory that led from 
our sleeping apartments, which I had never 
penetrated, and which she kept constantly 
locked, I dared not interfere ; but when 
these became protracted beyond the stipu^ 
lated time, till health and temper obviously 
wasted away beneath the austere penance 
and frequent fast, I could no longer keep si- 
lence, but gave my apprehensions words, and 
entreated her to resume her customary mode 
of life. A burst of passionate displeasure, 
that grieved as much as it astonished me, 
was her uncalled for and extraordinary 
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leplj ; and when, hurt bj such conduct^ I 
gized on her in mute wonder, she gave me a 
look of such fiirions indignation, that for the 
moment I considered myself under the influ- 
ence of a disagreeable dream. Alas ! I soon 
found such dieams to be realities of daily 
occurrence ; nor feuled to remark that to all, 
save old Barbara, the Marchesa (for so she 
continued to be called), was imperious^ un- 
certain, unkind t 

We were daily looking for my sister's ar«> 
rival, and I b^an to dread the meeting : I 
S(»rrowed that she should witness the infeli* 
city which reigned in her brothei^s home. 
One afternoon as I sat watching the attenu* 
ated form and haggard couniienance of my 
wife, I observed her dutch her muffled arm 
with her right hand, while an expression of 
intense pain crossed her features. Could it 
be that she wore some torturing badge by 
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way of penance, as bigots are sometimes 
wont to do 1 — Starting up, I implored her in 
the most endearing terms^ to seek medieal 
aid, for certain I was (I said) that she was 
ill. She gave me a quick, piercing glance — 
then, bending her eyes to the ground — 
"Henri,"' said she, "I am ill. Know you 
not that I shall soon be a mother V 

I started, for I had not suspected this ; 
and, clasping her to my breast, blessed her 
for the tidings. 

"Bless me not, Henri !'^ she cried, coldly 
withdrawing from my arms :— ^^ bless me not! 
Tou know not what you say. This infant 
may be my curse T and rising from her seat 
she left the room. 

I had not leisure then to reflect on the 
strangeness of her language, for at that rery 
moment the widowed Cecile was announced 
and I flew down to receive her. She flung 
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herself into mj arms, with a burst of pas- 
sionate te^rs, whilst Ouillaume clung to my 
knees^ uttering a thousand infantine en- 
dearments. Gazing on my face, "Why 
Henri," ejaculated Gecile, " how very pale 
and thin you are !— where is the Marchesa 1 
is she not well V 

" She is well, my sister T s&,id I, turning 
away to conceal the softness that sprang to 
my eyes ; " or rather, she is not well ; but 
she will soon be here to welcome you/' 

" Ah, my brother !'' whispered she, " you 
are not happy r 

We seated ourselves, hand clasped m 
hand ; the little Guillaume, wonderfully 
grown and improved in appearance, fell 
asleep on a sofa ; and, absorbed in each 
other, we scarcely noted the lapse of time : 
Gecile was resting her head on my shoulder, 
and weeping as she related the last hours of 
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her excellent husband, when an advancing 
footstep warned us of the approach of some 
person. It was the Marchesa^s step, and I 
was rising to present my sister to her, when 
Gecile, turning round, sawher, uttered a pierc- 
ing shriek, and exclaiming in a smothered 
voice : '* It is the WolfT hid her face in my 
bosom, and fainted away ! — The words could 
scarcely have reached the ears of Romoalda, 
but she had heard the scream, and seen the 
expression of dismay that had accompanied 
it ; and there was a lowering scowl upon 
her brow, as advancing coolly to the bell, 
she rang for assistance, saying — "Your 
sister, Gomte, is as nervous as yourself. 
She will fare badly, methinks, in our gloomy 
Calabria/' 
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How unlike happiness was all this! A 
secret apprehension, for which I could assign 
no reason, brooded over me. I felt that the 
douds of destinj were pr^ant with the 
lurid flash that would scorch and wither the 
little yerdure that remained to brighten my 
dark and barren path. Mj wife was either 
engaged in secret acts of penitential fana- 
ticism, or plunged in a forbidden gloom, that 
had more of sullenness than of devotion in 
its character ; and, though scrupulously 
courteous to Madame de Bosni, seemed yet 
to regard her as an unwelcome guest. Ge- 
cile, too, with a heart so uniformly filled 
with gentleness, was evidently impressed 
with a strong and invincible antipathy to 
the Marchesa ; but as delicacy prevented her 
from the disclosure of these feelings to me, 
while shame and sorrow placed an equal 
prohibition on my tongue, a constant and 
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burthensome constraint embarrassed oar in- 
tercouise. This to me, and I doubt not^ to 
her, was the bitterest agonj ; for we had 
been accustc^ned to confide in each others 
implicitly — and now ! 

The little Guillaume was our sole com- 
fort, and to him even Bomoalda was gentle 
and kind : yet, with the waywardness of 
childhood the boy seemed to fear her caresses 
and evade her endearments. As the period 
drew near when she was to become a mo- 
ther, methougbt a touch of returning tender- 
ness could be discerned about my wife : I 
often found her in tears, and she was kinder 
Gecile. At length, I was the father of a 
fine healthy girl.. .and a transient joy filled 
the old halls of Folignoni. 

On a soft and sunny eve of autumn, I 
strolled forth amidst the woodland scenery 
that surrounded the castle* I wandered for 
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a considerable period, until the sunset^ gild- 
ing the brown summits of the mountains, re- 
minded me that it was time to return. I 
was within a short distance of the Castle 
when the sudden shriek of a youthful voice 
rang in my ears for a moment, and then all 
was still. It was surely Guillaume's voice ! 
— I imagined that it came from a narrow 
rocky dell, which lay just below where I 
stood, dividing a thicket of closely inter- 
woven trees, at the remotest extremity of 
which stood the ruins of an ancient chapel. 
With some difficulty I descended to the dell, 
and left not a corner of its small extent un- 
explored, but nothing was to be seen, I 
shouted out the name of Guillaume, as I as- 
cended to the thicket, but there was no 
reply ; and concluding that the shrill ciy of 
some night-bird had imposed upon my ima- 
gination, I was about to seek the castle by a 
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UKH^e direct path — ^for it was now almost 
dark... when issuing from the dismantled 
chapdl, whidi stood at some distance on the 
right, I perceived... ghost^like in the uncer- 
tain light — ^a tall, thin figure, in white ap« 
pare], running with inconceivable rapiditj 
through the brushwood, — ^in which it pre* 
sentlj disappeared. 

Lost in astonishment, I sprang after it at 
the top of mj speed ; but soon becoming 
bewildered among the trees, was obliged to 
give up the pursuit. That the figure was 
arrayed in the vestments of a female was 
certain ; the Marchesa had been onlj ten 
dajs a mother, and had not yet moved from 
her chamber, yet the form resembled hers. 
Gecile was short, and seldom walked out 
alone ; nor did I recollect any of the me« 
nials whose appearance suited the fugitive I 
had seen. With a beating heart I entered 

VOL. II, H 
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the saloon : my first question was an en- 
quiry for Guillaume. 

" Almighty God !" exclaimed Cecile,*' is 
he not with you V 

He had, in fact, not been seen since I left 
the castle ; and, as he was frequently the 
companion of my walks, it was naturally 
concluded that he had accompanied me. I 
thought of the scream, and shuddered ! Ce- 
cile had fainted, whilst I issued instructions 
for an immediate search. Previous to leav- 
ing the castle with a portion of the vassals, 
I sought the apartments of the Marchesa, to 
acquaint her with the unlucky event : she 
was reclining on a couch, her infant in her 
lap. 

"Romoalda,'^ I cried, I scarcely knew 
why, " have yon been out V 

" Out !" repeated she, with a look of sul- 
len wonder ; " are you mad V' 
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Indeed, I was a little ashamed of the un* 
worthy surmise that had almost uncon* 
sciously suggested the question, and in hur- 
ried accents related the disappearance of 
Guillaume and his mother's misery. She 
was deeply affected — pressed the infant Ce- 
cile to her bosom repeatedly... and leaning 
on Barbara's arm, was conducted to Madame 
de Eosni. 

Taking with myself Robert, an old and 
tried servant, who was indeed my foster 
father, and strongly attached to Guillaume, 
I dispersed the others in different directions, 
and proceeded towards the thicket. As we 
forced our way through the tangled brush- 
wood, " oh I my lord," said Robert, " would 
that we had never entered Calabria !'' 

" Fear not, my good Robert." answered I; 
" we shall still find Guillaume." 

" Never !" cried he ;" ray spirit forbodes 
H 3 
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evil, and there are sorrowful fears in mj 
heart. If it might be so... but you would 
chide me, and I must be silenf 

•* Nay, Robert," said I, ** dread not my 
displeasure ; unfold your apprehension to 
me : the foster-father of Henri de Beau- 
champ is his friend." 

" Slay me, an' you will, my lord !" ex- 
claimed the old man ; '^ but let me speak. 
The Marchesa...ah ! she makes you not 
happy, dear master ! — and — there are fear- 
ful tales about her amongst these cottagers 
of Polignoni." 

" Tales, in good sooth f replied I, trying 
to smother the sickly curiosity to hear them 
which his words stirred up within me : *' but 
good Robert," added I, '' it beseems not me 
to listen to those idle stories." 

'* Gall them not so, my lord, until you 
hear them. For your own sake, if not for 
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that of the dear missing child, and its be^ 
reaved mother listen to me."' 

I was ^lent. 

^^It is said/' resumed he, lowering his 
voice though there were none near us, " that 
the Lady Romoalda is — ^a sorceress ! — that 
she conceals a talisman, composed of ter- 
rible ingredient!^ wrapt round her left arm. 
It is said that she has entered into a direM 
compact with onholj i^irits, by whidi die 
is compelled to furnish them annually with 
the sacrifice of a human being, while daily 
she supplies a dove as an offering to the 
fienda Many children have disappeared 
from these parts since fiiist she became the 
wife of Di Folignoni ; and they scruple not 
to aecuse her of being accessary to their 
fstte. There is a prophecy current, which' 
runs that ' The baleful influ»ce of the Cala-^ 
brian Witch's spells shall endure^ rniM her 



I 
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muffled arm is bared by one by whom she 
has been beloved ! — Start not, my lord, for 
thou, by baring that limb, ma/st prevent 
the fate that menaces so many.,.. When she 
left Calabria she was attended by a dwarf, 
who was warmly attached to her : he hasi 
disappeared, and nothing is known of Mm.*' 

" Hold, Robert f interrupted I ; « if, in 
all, the Marchesa be as free from guilt, as in 
the death of that hateful dwarf, then is she 
spotless indeed ! He fell by my hani, 
justly... for he attempted the life and honour 
of his mistress.'' 

Robert uttered an exclamation of aston- 
ishment, but shook his head. ^* Pardon me, 
my lord," said he ; " but I fear you have 
been her dupe. The dwarf was said to be 
attached to her ; and, though hideous, bore 
a good repute among the peasantry, whilst 
Barbara is accused of being the ready and 
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able mstniment of her mistress's will But 
what can the Marchesa want with so many 
doves ? Know you not that one is daily 
carried into her oratory by Barbara — of 
which no traces are ever seen ?" 
. I stood rooted to the ground. • .perplexed 
by a thousand thoughts. The word ..." dupey' 
uttered by Robert^ acted as a charm to call 
up a train of dismal suspicions. I recalled 
the dying expressions of the dwarf — " ser- 
pent and dupeT I remembered her own 
avowal that, with the baring of her muffled 
arm, her destiny should be accomplished. I 
remembered her belief in spdls, in sorceries 
: — ^her vigils in the oratory, attributed to re- 
ligious penances ; whilst few, very few, reli- 
^ous books, or relics, such as are used by 
devotees, were seen in her possesion. Then 
the warnings of my friend— even the dream 
of my sister — ^all, in a moment, passed 
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through XDj mind, as, ..with a mental oath 
...I resolved to ivatch her — to bare the mys- 
tic arm — ^jea t if eternal misery followed the 
perjured act t 

I had no sooner formed this determination 
than I recovered my presence of mind ; and 
clasping Robert's hand, I solemnly pledged 
myself to pierce to the very core the mystery 
that clouded the conduct of my wife : at 
the same time enjoining the strictest silence 
regarding what had passed between ua 

Whilst we were leaving the thicket after 
a vain search, we were joined by a party of 
the domestics, who had also unsucoesfllalfy 
examined the gardens and adjoining grounds; 
Emerging from the intricacies of the shrubs 
bery, we came upon a little and almost 
obliterated track, leading from the orchard 
towards the ruins of the chapel already 
alluded to ; and here^ stumbling over some^ 
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tking, I stooped^ and picked up a little 
velvet cap — QwUaum^s ! 

With au exclamation of joj, we }m:o- 
ceeded ; for a ray of hope filled our bosoms. 
Pointing to the old chapel, whose walls — 
glittering in the light of the rising moon — 
now attracted my attention, I demanded 
whether they had searched it 1 * Ifo, — they 
were going to it when they met ma" 

It was a desolate place — ^almost roofless ; 
the walls in many parts prostrate, and little 
likely to have been visited from choice by a 
child. We inspected it closely, as we thou^t, 
and were retiring; when, missii^ Robert 
from my sid^ I shouted out his name. An 
answer was returned in a faint voice, and it 
was some moments ere — stumbling over 
heaps of rubbish — we discovered thn old 
man in a narrow aisle that had somehow 
eluded our observatioa His torch lay ex- 
H 5 
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tinguished on the ground ; and beside ium^ 
where he knelt with clasped hands, was 
stretched the lifeless body of our darling 
Guillaame ! 

^' I told you so Y^ murmured the old man 
— " here lies another victim to the — ^ 

'' Silence 1^' interrupted I ; '' there may 
still be life.^ 

Alas^ there was none ! The body was 
already sti£f with the ice of death, and the 
enfranchised spirit rejoicing with its fellow- 
angels I Not a wound or trace of violence 
could be discovered, till horror shook our 
frames as we perceived on the left breast a 
small crimson puncture — it was no more — 
over which a few drops of blood had con- 
gealed, and from which it would seem that 
the fangs of some monstrous reptile had 
sucked the Vermillion current of life ! , 

Ejaculations of grief and terror burst 
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from the appalled group ; whilst Sobert, 
shaking his long grey hair in the moonshine 
that almost paled the red torchlight, looked 
like a prophet, dealing out imprecations on 
the guilty I Retiring to a little distance, I 
gave vent to my distress by a burst of tears ; 
and throwing myself on my knees, besought 
the Great Retealeb to make known the 
perpetrator of so deadly a crime. 

Whilst I was concluding my supplications, 
two of the menials, ignorant of my proxi- 
mity as I stood concealed by a column, drew 
near : they were both natives of Polignoni. 

" It was just in the same way," said one 
of them, " that Paolo's grandson was marked 
when it was found dead hear the Marchesa's 
summer-house. There was just such a spot 
of blood trickling from a puncture over the 
heart — ^nothing more, for I saw it'' 

"Hushr replied the other; **mind 
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your own affairs, I^ugi^ or 700 maj chntoe 
torq^t it Thejr who hare such fiuagi 
may have also ears, so let us take care of 
our tongues. Maj there not be Tampire^ 
bats in these old woods V* 

''l^ay, (ktlor said the first, ''there 
were neither blood*bats^ or murdered babes 
at Polignoni before the Oke Havdid Labi 
came here 1^ 



The most affectionate of siatM^ the 
tenderest of wives and motherfi^ the gentle 
Oecile^ was buried on the same day, in the 
same grave, with her murdered \HFf\ 
Through the long illness that ioUowed this 
double bereavement, her latt words con- 
tinued to ring in my earo a tocsin to re- 
venge I They were th0 connecting links of 
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the long chain d Mjstcrj, which Fate had 
wound raund me ! 

^ My brother/' she said, ** I am djing. 
If I were not oonvinced to-^morroVs $un 
would set upon mj grare, these lips would 
never breathe forth the thonghts they have 
often burned to utter. Mj child, my Ouil- 
laume, has fallen beneath the fangs of that 
Wolf — the Wdf of mp dream ! and, bro- 
ther, that Wolfs human fiEice hath its coun- 
terpart in the Lady Bomoalda I" 

Time roiled on heavily : I brooded over 
the secret resolution I had vowed; but 
hitherto no means of effecting aught had 
occurred. The Marchesa observed that a 
change had crept over me, but die ascribed 
all to the deaths of my sister and nephew, 
joined to the severe illness that ensued. 
She seemed much occupied with her child, 
now nearly twelve months old ; and we 
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seldom met, except at meals. I was alone, 
one dajy when Robert entered, and in low 
accents requested me to follow him. I saw 
by his countenance that something had 
occurred to excite him, and told him to lead 
on. Behind the suite of apartments that 
were recognized as the Marchesa's, and from 
which, on the birth of our child, I had 
removed to a remoter range, ran a long 
gloomy corridor, which had been long dis- 
used, and was indeed shut up at one end. 
Hither I followed Robert, until reaching a 
large mouldering picture, which hung on 
the wall, he pushed it aside ; and, touching 
a hidden spring, a little wicket flew 
back, disclosing the entrance to a dark 
recess. 

" That aperture," said he, " is exactly 
behind my tady's oratory.'' 

I started. 
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'' Ever since our Guillaome's death, my 
lord, I have watched and waited, as the 
hunter for his prey. This morning I dis- 
covered that the -picture before us concealed 
an opening. Let us enter : this recess may 
contain some avenue to the oratory of the 
Marchesa, who is now in the gardens/' 

We crept into what at first indeed ap- 
peared a recess ; but which, on examination, 
we found to be nothing else than the interior 
of a gigantic statue of bronze, which evi- 
dently formed part of the ornamental furni- 
ture of the oratory. There was barely room 
to admit two persons, so that Robert was 
obliged to crouch at the bottom, whilst I 
occupied the shell of the giant. Procuring 
a block of wood which lay in the gallery, I 
contrived to raise myself so as to reach 
the head of the statue ; but in so doing 
managed to displace that part of the struc- 
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tore which compofled the moutL Our satis- 
ftctioQ was complete when I found that bj 
the application of mj ejea to this orifice the 
interior of the oratory became partly dis* 
cemible. There was» in truth, little to 
excite suspicion in what met my sight ; it 
was almost wholly unfurnished. In the 
rery centre, opposite where I stood, was an 
altar, covered with black yelvet ; on which, 
for want of a crucifix, were ranged several 
phials containing coloured fluids. With its 
back to me and facing the altar — ^if altar it 
could be called — ^stood a huge chair of anti- 
que form, and close behind it was a wicker 
cage, in which fluttered a white dove I The 
floor was without carpet or mat, and in 
many places discoloured — spotted with— 
perhaps blood I 

I determined to watch that very night ! 
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The hour of midnight had ceased to 
sound, ere I st<de vrith the steps of a secret 
watcher towards the desolate galleiy. All 
was silent as a stone, as I crept slowly along 
through the dark and dreary corridor. As 
I entered the crevice behind the picture, a 
light shining through the mouth of the 
statue- assured me that the oratory was al- 
ready occupied. I listened with a beating 
heart, ere I assumed resolution to mount the 
factitious step that would bring my yision 
on a level with the aperture ; and I prayed 
fervently that Romoalda might prove inno- 
cent^ even should that innocence render my 
conduct as a spy still more inexcusable than 
I already felt it to be^ Presently I heard 
her speak, — I heard that voice of unsur- 
passed melody, pouring forth sounds inex- 
pressibly plaintive and mournful, but in a 
language that was unknown to me. She 
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appeared to be pleading, or in argument, 
and occasionallj paused, when a whispering 
noise — ^such as runs through the leaves of 
an autumnal forest when, sear and shrivelled, 
they are scattered bj the winnowing breeze 
on the earth — responded to her wailings. 
Who, then, could be her companion 1 No 
one but old Barbara was ever admitted to 
that sanctuary, and she laj sick, even unto 
death! 

Again she spoke, but her language was 
now the Italian, and the emphasis, with 
which agonj of spirit seals its eloquence, 
marked these words : — " This once — this 
once — only this once, hear me ! Any other 
victim than this ! Three other lives for this 
one ! Nay, a hundred shall be given ht this 
one sweet life !" 

I felt the terror stirring in my very hair, 
as, in reply to these accents, a sound — 
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which I can compare to nothing but the 
mingled hissings of a thousand angry vipers 
...arose, seeming to fill the whole oratory, 
and penetrating where 1 stood, trembling in 
the vicinity of some horrid spell I 

Romoalda groaned aloud... all was again 
still, and, summoning resolution, I ascended 
the block of wood and applied my eyes to 
the orifice. She was sitting in the antique 
chair, which, placed as it was, with its back 
to me, almost hid her from my view. A 
brilliant light issued from a lamp slung from 
the ceiling, which shed a strong reflection 
on the altar before her; on which, fast 
asleep...! could almost fancy it dead but for 
the rosy health that coloured cheek and lip 
...layowr child! She stooped over it... 
kissed it passionately. ..and again spoke : 

" Nay, I will not obey !'' she said, imperi- 
ously... while starting up, she stood erect. 
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her long black hair sweeping her shoulders, 
...like a sibyl daring the fiend she has 
inroked! 

For a moment I saw her countenance, 
as she raised her regal head : fierce and 
menacing was the expression of her ejes^ 
but speedily they quailed beneath the re- 
petition of that baleful chorus of serpent- 
voices, which rose with redoubled fury 
from some invisible quarter, while the 
whole atmosphere became heavy with a 
musky and stifling odour. 

'* Be it so ! ^' she cried, as lifting the child 
from the altar, she crouched rather than sank 
back in the chair. A cowardly panic spell- 
bound my senses — I saw nothing, but I heard 
the cry — the cry of an infanVs agony as it 
renders unwillingly back the painful life 
which God has bestowed upon it ! 

The remnant of this singular episode in 
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the life of a sinful mitn must be told in sen* 

tences brief and abrupt. There are events of 

a nature so peculiar that it is as impossible 

to dwell on them in the trim diction of 

« 
a varnished tale, or daily in the telling 

of them, as it is to bathe the limbs in molten 
ore while smiles of pleasure circle round the 
lips. 

I darted from the recess, with the speed of 
the hare, and the caution of the cat. The cor- 
ridor was dark as my thoughts, but I found 
my way through it with incredible dexterity, 
and entered the chamber appropriated to 
our infant. The nurse was fast asleep, but 
there was no child beside her. On a table 
stood a phial containing a colourless fluid, 
which I knew to be a powerful opiate, part of 
which I had seen administered to the suffer- 
ing Barbara ; and I at once guessed that the 
nurse had been induced to partake of it. 
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Snatching it up, I honied to the chamber of 
the Marchesa. As I had anticipated, her 
vigil of sin was not jet over. On a slab 
near her bed stood a cup of spiced wine, 
which it was her custom to swallow on her 
return from the oratory, and was always pre- 
pared for her before she retired to that cell 
of mystery, as she never permitted an atten- 
dant to undress her, or assist at her toilette, 
when Barbara was ill. Pouring into the 
goblet a double portion of the opiate, I has- 
tened to my own room. 

In a state of silent, stern resolve, I awaited 
the result of the opiate ; while Robert 
watched my countenance, often convulsed by 
the agonies that racked the working mind, 
as if he dreaded lest the corporeal strength 
should sink ere the moment of trial came. 

" What if she quaff not up the potion V 
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" Then there are cords and here are 
chains V 

As the morning advanced, the weather, 
which had all night been sultry and threa- 
tening, grew tempestuous. Thunder growled 
amongst the mountains, whilst frequent 
fiashes of lightning accompanied the loud and 
angry roaring of the wind. I felt that a 
tragedy was either about to be perpetrated 
or punished, as we glided towards the cham- 
ber of the Marchesa ; whilst the rigidity of 
steeled hearts glued our lips together, and 
blanched our faces till they showed corpse- 
like in the already breaking dawn. 

She slept — the Murderess slept, soundly 
'- — heavily ; — as they sleep who have drank 
deeply of an opiate — and I saw that the 
goblet was empty. Her lips were dry and 
feverish — clammy drops beaded on her brow 
— and, muffled in its usual envelopment of 
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manj wrappings^ laj that arm which was so 
soon to meet my gaze. Twice I touched it^ 
and twice I withdrew mj uncertain hands. 
M length, as for the third time I lifted it, 
Robert, advancing promptly, severed with a 
knife the principal knot that tied the folds 
together. 

Gradually, swathe after swathe, we un- 
rolled the covering ; until all at once we 
paused in surprise, for a quick vibrating 
motion was perceptible in the lower part of 
the arm — ^yet she continued to sleep, wholly 
unconscious ! The white and beautifully 
modelled limb was now bare from the 
shoulder to the elbow — the strange quiver- 
ing movement increased — and another fold 
was unrolled. Holy Saints ! what a sight 
met our gaze! What was that mass of 
leprous, yet living flesh 1 — The last fold falls 
asunder. Merciful God ! below the elbow 
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ALL WAB A HIDEOUS SEBPEND ! Again the 
fearful hiss sounded in my ears— again the 
stifling odour of its deadly breath sickened 
the atmosphere 1 Starting back, we stared 
in white and cowering horror on the detesta^ 
ble thing] — ^the glittering scales — ^the 
fcrested head — the fierce expression of the 
bright and shifting eyes — the lithe vibrating 
tongue, forked and clammy — the speckled 

Suddenly, as we looked, erecting its 
dazzling crest, it darted upwards-^fixing 
its fangs deep in the snowy and un** 
covered bosom of Romoalda I A wild scream 
issued from her lips, as the thrilling pain 
aroused her to sensation. Loudly she 
shrieked, when she beheld herself in the 
power of the demon. At that instant, 
kind Heaven— unwilling that human eye 
should wither beneath the influence of so 

VOL, II. I 
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dire a spectacle — oent a yivid flash of ligfit' 
£iiig to couummate the vnnatural tragedy ! 
In another moment^ the bed — ^the room — 
the castle» w^e in flames ; and the Sorceress 
and the Serpent perished together I 

Of the Castle di Polignoni nothing but 
the blackesed waQs rem^n. I have been 
ten years a member of this holy communityr 
Robert is still aliye ; yon yenerable monk, 
whom you perceive digging a grave, is he ; 
it is for himself. Mine has long been ready, 
and I feel that it will soon receive its 
tenant ! 
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CHAPTER VIL 



A duet: — A STORY OF THE WORLD's WORK. 



•* Why, this is very midsummiBr madness T 
quoted I, as Goxe finished his strange 
recital* 

** That^s not original P cried Poaiwinkle^ 
turning round quickly towards me% 
I 3 
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" You mean Coxe's tale, of course T 

^ I mean your ' midsummer madness ^ 
criticism : it is from — ^from Pope, or — ^the 
Elegant Extracts, or somebody," said Pozzi- 
winkle, with a Fadladeen air of importance. 

" You're right — it is from — somebody^'' 
observed Bowen, smiling ; '* and Rob is a 
Kid plagiary, there's no doubt oi it. When 
a m an favours his friends with a quotation, 
he should begin by holding up his two fore 
fingers — digital commas." 

" Or wink his right eye twice, in quick 
succession," remarked Blanche, making a 
queer face at Pozziwinkle ; who was busily 
fumbling in his cap, from which he at length 
succeeded in extracting a few leave* of 
closely written paper. 

" I hope you have something for us there t" 
flaid T ; " and you may depend upon 
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it I shall neither * damn it with faint 
praise — [ ^* 

" That's another pilfer/' cried Pozziwinkle, 
interrupting me, hastUj. 

" I know it ; I was only going to assure 
you that your third — ninth — (which aunt's 
production is it X) aunt's second story should 
have my entire attention, and no doubt, 
praise." 

" Oh ! this is not my aunt's ; it really is 
my own, and so you must all be very kind, 
and not quiz it. 'Tis only a fragment" 

-** Then we shall have it to-morrow after 
Coxe and Shaw have favoured us with their 
promised duet." 

Now, the fact is, that at their request, 
I had translated a buffo duet from Rossini's 
opera of " Corradiho," for these youths, 
which Mc Cally had set to music of his own, 
I did not stick very closely to the original. 
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as Pomwinlde might hare remarked had he 
been in the humour ; but Coxe's fine bari- 
tone going well with Shaw's sweet small 
tenor, the thing had immense success : 
particularly as Shaw had borrowed a toque 
for the occasion firom our doctor^s wife, and 
wmpped himself up, d to layad^e, in a 
white muslin drapery, edged ¥rith gold leaf. 
I may as well add the 

DUETTO. 

Matilda. — GFood sir, mj aims are blushea^ sigba^ 
Coquettish arts^ and ogling ejes ; 

Speechfol cdlence 

Which, a mile hence^ 

Is effectual ; 

Intellectual 
Wiles and chamui^ inch as Armida 
Once inyented, so to lead a 
Lover ; or like those some bards do 
In their yerse deal — ^as men cards do ( 
Corradino, aghing — spraying — 
At mj feet his figure laying — 



ROITQfi &i£C01LE0TiaN6. 175 

Kneeling my fond lp?e to cravd, 
I shall flee mj rerj glaye ! 
Aliprando, — LiUk gttess tou ^ kis tactics I 
Sttch will Aeyev be lu» practise — 
Full of subtlety and fuifka^ 
Cunning words and orafty works ; 
Now with furious leeka and gestures — 
New with pride that soou will test 

yours — 
Sirch as only imp of evil 
Could invent ! — He is — the devil I 
He wiU Beyer kneel to thee, 
Kor ol^ey thee, 
But disBM^ thee, 
A&d thy very tyrant be % 
Ma^ : — Psha I you make me iaugh, indeed ! 
All : — His prJde doth everything exceed : — 

H^^s made of very bitter stuff 1 
McU : — I'm a woman f — That a enough 1 
jili: — Ah, poorg^ m bet a ducat 

Tbou*lt have penance more than 
pleasure 
Mat : — Do* you doubt that I have luck at 

Gaining hearts?— Now, at your 
leisure. 
Toll me what your think of m^ 
All : — A lady, wondrous fair to see ! 

Mat : — My cheeks ? 
All; — Are xoa»% fit to woo bees. 
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Mai ;— My lips % 

j^li : — Are yeritftble rubies. 

Mat : — These eyes ? 

Ali :— A pair of black banditti. 

Mat :— Those feet I 

Ali :— Too pretty— there's the pity. 

Mat :^ My smile ) 

Ali ;- - Ah 1 that all wrath should bridle ! 

Mat ;— My figure 1 

Ali ;— Fit to be aa idol I 

Mat ;-^ My voice ? 

Ali ;^ The sweet of flowers made vocaL 

Mat :— And are not these enow to poke all 

Haughty feelings down his throat t 
All ;— Of iron is his rugged heart I— 

Buty fair warrior, round thee float 
Flags of woman's nicest art I— 
Use them so as to compel 
Corradin' to see thee well ! 
Mat ;— Yes, I have a magic power 

In my sex's graceful art 
To control and win his heart, — 
And I «Aa^^within one hour I 

4t * * * 

" Pozzi, mon cher, we are waiting for 

your tale." 

« Hem I here goes, tJieu.'* 
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A STORY OF THE WORLD'S WORK. 

It was a bright and glowing evening in the 

month of May, and the rich exuberance of 

summery leaves clad the stately trees that 

studded the old park of Cotswold in that 

verdant livery wHh which nature delights 

to soothe the eyes of man. Birds were 

beginning to wing their flight roostwards ; 

and, here and there, early-sleeping flowers 

began to hood up their painted petals in 

that dewy slumber which enables them to 

salute the coming day with new odours and 

refreshed colours. The sun had not yet 

left the sky, seeming to linger longer than 

was its wont, as if it loved to look on the 

peaceful scene around ; yet, doubtless, it 

looked alsoi in its all-seeing vision, on other 

scenes less quiet, less lapped in the soft 
I 5 
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spells of loyeliness and peace— oq the hot 
and dusty streets of the crowded city, where 
night brings no release from sordid cares — 
and on the filthy alley, where squalid Want 
-^the nurse if not the parent of Crime— 
cowers in sullen despondency over the des- 
perate artifices o£ premeditated eviL But 
here, in this loveliest nook of Gotswold 
Park, the settipg sun witnessed nothing 
that spoke of guilt ; and the only sounds 
ti^t might be heard-^-eloquent oi the pre- 
vailing grief^shadow that haunteth the wide 
world — were the sobs^ half smothered by 
gentle kisses^ that escaped from a fair young 
giri, whose beauteous headj as she reclined 
on a rudely-constructed bench, rested on the 
shoulder of a form almost as graceful, as 
youthful as her own, but of a different sex, 
and in a manUer style of beauty. 

And is this a parting between bcothec and: 



tester ! And goes h6*~th& pbjmate of her 
youth— *>ta foreign lands I aod is he a sol- 
dier t^^^sfjy his dres» is that of a clergy* 
man, ud Robert Woodforde- is not the bro- 
ther of the Lady Zara IllevIL^he is her 
lover. 

'^ Zsac^" he said, in the tones of a voice 
thci^ wa& rich m mnsic^ ^you love me-^we 
lov« each other, but y^u need not tell me 
that Tims wili not change you — ^it is Gir-- 
cnmskmee that will do so ; but your young 
and innocent heart la ignorant of ihe new 
forms lov€ and happiness will assume to 
court yov^ in scenes, oh ! far difierent from 
s£ich a& now surround us, where Vfe have 
^passed; so^ many happy days. You go, for 
the first time^ into the arena where the vo^ 
taries of fashie«^ employ the fascinations of 
enehantffig enjoyment in- a conflict against 
season and reli^on...a conflict which, alas! 
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seldom kares the mind.. Jiowsoerer pure..*.; 
without its stain, its scar. Tou have 
hitherto seen few men whose admiration 
eould work upon your -young imagination ; 
hut you eannot enter the world (tf the me- 
tropolis as the only daughter of a proud line^ 
without enlisiing in your train many, oh ! 
how many, whose endowments, personal and 
mental, will far surpass those of the humble 
village pastor whose Love — ^though it may 
not hope for encouragement hereafter — ^is 
now blest with so sweet a return. I cannot 
— dare not hope— -'' 

" Oh ! hush, hush, Robert '/' interrupted 
the young girl, as she hid her bright face,, 
clouded by dewy tears, in her bosom ;. " do 
not utter such words. Such things aret un- 
worthy of us both, f cannot — ^I will not. 
aJter. What care I for fashion and its worldt 
I have never seen them,^ and therefore'^ — 



BOtTGH BECOLLECTIOirS. ISl 

^ And therefore, dearest, the prestige by 
which they are attended wiU have the 
stronger influence. But our clandestine in>* 
tercourse— I fed its impropriety, while I 
seize the only means by which I can hear of 
you. Oh, sweetest I now — now that we 
must part, I will not do aught but hope that 
you will be true/' 

At that moment a bell was heard— *and 
tearing herself from his embrace^ she flung a 
watchgu£urd, formed of her own beautiful and 
abundant hair, round his neck, — whilst he 
placed a plain gold ring containing a simple 
turquoise upon her finger ; and in another 
moment her light feet, which na deep-strik* 
ing root of care had yet checked, were 
bounding through the green arches of the 
trees towards the Hall ; while the rich gush 
of melody, that now burst forth from a my- 
xiad of nightingales, failed to arouse her 
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lover firoDOL the attitude of melancholj con- 
templation into which he had fallen. As 
the last glimpse of her white garments faded 
away in the distance, he felt that strange^ 
but not rare, presentiment of evil permeate 
through his flEU^ulties, which we experience 
when the future — itself unseen — throws its 
dark but fsiithful shadow over the meditative 
present. At that instant, too, something 
fluttering past him brushed against his hair, 
startled him from his reverie. At his feet 
lay a bird — a nightingale ; it struggled for 
a second on the grass, and then^ when be 
stooped down to examine it, he found that 
it was dead. 

Why had it come to die there, at such a 
moment, at his very feet'? A chill crept 
^ver him, and slowly, sadly he sought his 
humble abode. 
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7he changes whkh affect the destinies of 
maB har^ liUIe power oyer the earth he 
treads : here and there, a mine, or a graven 
open^— and he digs or is buried. Two years 
have passed, quietly — for grief is not always 
noisy ; simply — for poverty ensure^ for the 
most part, simj^city, when the tastes are 
unvitiated ; but sadly with our curate, for 
his bright illufflon was brief, and his awaking 
from its dreamlike influence fully as painful 
as if he himself had never foreseen or pre- 
dieted it How differently had time sped 
with the beautiful Zara ! Manifold are the 
changes which circumstance — the Demon 
tiiat rules the World— has worked upon her. 
At flrst^ grief — the heavy grief of a young 
loving girl, not averse to admiration but. 
liking it best^ as she supposed^ from. the. 
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youth who had been from earliest years her 
chosen companion ; then, wonder — ^gratified 
Tanity — ^pride, flattered into a htll belief of 
its most selfish creed — and, at last, contempt 
for poor Woodforde — mingled with dis- 
j^easnret not only with him, but with her* 
sel^ for ever having stooped so low. When 
all was too clear for future hope in his sighty 
did it soothe him to think that he had pre- 
dicted as much 1 Alas I for human nature, 
that thus easily may be mapped out its 
shoals and quicksands by even those sad ad- 
venturers who are doomed to undergo ship- 
wreck on the very rocks they have pointed 
out — ^not only to others, but to themselves. 
Two years have passed, and but once in 
that space of time had they met, and then 
she was a changing thing. Gold as his re- 
ception was, it had not left him utterly 
hopeless ; for the halls of her father were 
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thrown open to the gay, and he fondly 
deemed it would be different were they once 
more in solitude. But the next day brought 
him assurances of her utter heartlessness* 
That saloon is again crowded with the gay, 
the flippant, the vicious ; and there sits the 
lovely Lady of Ootswold, " the cynosure of 
^V6ry eye" — her early graces ripened into 
the mature beauty of womanhood, and the 
Dascinations of her mannei:s dignified by a 
self-possession that is not without its tinge 
of hauteun Her steps are haunted by evil 
spirits — ^the evil spirits that are always to 
be found whispering beside the possessors of 
wealth, beauty, and station — that trinity 
worshipped by the base ; and through every 
change of folly, of caprice, her constant at- 
tendant is Lord Bexhill ; he is fashionable, 
handsome, dissipated, poor — but he is the 
heir to a dukedom! She loves him not> 
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yet she listens with eager aviditj to every 
thing he utters — ^for his word ia a canon in 
the world of fashion ; and, besides, her 
bosom friend is the fiancee of a mar^ois 
whilst Bhs is still disengaged ! 

'^ What are jou two talking about V^ de^ 
manded the fat Duchess of Drakeland, 
waddling up to them, and anxious to inter- 
rupt a t^te-a^tSte which seemed menacing 
to her own long-cherished hope of obtaining 
BexhiU for a son-in-iaw. ^ I vow Lady Zara 
must be wearied to death of your lordship, 
for she is looking <|uite flushed, and I know 
she hates colour. Why my dear, you are 
like a rme pompon'' 

Lady Zara paled through the subt^ie soup- 
son of rouge with which she had slightly 
tinged her cheeks, at the insolence of h^sr 
friend, with an ireful feeling of which she 
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promptly suppressed any display, whilst her 
her ready companion replied : — 

^ We were talking of a thousand things, 
dear Duchess. Staudigl's cataract voice, every 
drop a hurst of choral harmony* — of the new 
actress— of Valentine Bartholomew's last 
flower piece-— and of the newest perftimes^ 
By the bye, eara mia duchessat why do you, 
whose taste is so perfect, permit your dai^h* 
ter to use verbena T 

** Verbena T exclaimed the Duchess, ^^ im- 
possible, my lord. Lady Charlotte gets all 
her essences from Houbigant, and invarkd^ 
employs patchouli f 

** Pardon me, but positively I cannot be 
mistaken. I could not approach within a 
couple of dls of Lady Charlotte to night, for 
I have an invincible antipathy to v^bena. 

* Anachronisms, excusable for their enthusiasm in 
£»YOttr of genius. 
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Besides, your grace must be aware that 
patchouli is quite out ever since Ghardin's 
handsome shopman stupidly showed D'Orsay 
that order for four dozen flacons from the 
pretty little actress at the Adelphi^' 

** F(mr dozen ? — an actress ! oh my !" 
shrieked Lady Angela Fiddleton, with a stare 
of horror that would have been quite in 
place had she witnessed the decapitation of 
her father. 

'' An actress T screamed a young lady 
with a cockatoo voice, looking very much 
disgusted, and trying to turn up her nose, 
which however obstinately retained its 
natural hook. 

" La r simpered a young lady, in straw- 
eoloured satin and hair to match ; *^ mamma 
insisted on my wearing patchouli ; though I 
prefer — ^* 

^ What does Miss Doshpils prefer I" asked 
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Lord Bexhill, watching with some interest 
the increased roll in the gait of the obese 
duchess, as she waddled away in much the 
same state of irritability as a she-walrus may 
be supposed to do whose pet cub has been 
wantonly offended by an itinerant swordfish, 

" Any thing you please, my Lord/' sighed 
the young lady, all pink with blushes of 
delight. 

" Pray, then, dear Miss Doshpils, patronize 
my perfume,'^ said he, extending his hand^* 
kerchief towards her. 

" How very nice T cried the delighted 
lady, who, dared she conscientiously have 
given her opinion would have decided that 
either the cambric was scentless, or that her 
nasal organ had lost its power of smell. 

" it is just like "" 

" Exactly ! the aroma of the almond- 
blossom strikes so delicately on the nerves.* 
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*^ So it does, indeed t^' said she, giving 
another abortive sniff ; ** pray, Lord Bex« 
hill, what is it r 

*^ Ah ! that is a secret ; but I don't mind 
telling ycm and Lady Zara's oth^ £riends.^^ 

Lady Zara winced, staring in some dis« 
pleasure, for Miss Doshpils was the dai^hter 
of a rich city-merchant ; but a quick glance 
of his eyes restored her to the languid indif* 
ference of high life. All the ladies, now 
amounting to some ten or twelve, bent their 
heads eagerly forward, while some of them 
whose noses were snubs, or cocks, would 
fain have elongated them for the nonce. 

" I strongly recommend you to my 
chemist's, and to ask for his — or my — <m- 
thosmiaJ^ 

** Anthosmia 1 what a very nice name !" 

" Oh, it means something about botany/' 
growled the Honourable Miss Peppercorne 
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an old youDg lady, whd kept a hortns siccus 
and talked Jussien and Linnceus ; ^^ some** 
thing about the authors, and stamina^ and 
pistils, you know/^ 

** Pistols r cried Miss Doshpils; "there 
cannot be gunpowder in it T 

** La, how silly 1'' said the lady of the 
leaves ; I mean the organs of the plant — ^^ 

"Assuredly 1'" interrupted Lord Bexhill ; 
" you are quite right, Miss Papercutter/' 

•^ Peppercorne, my lord 1^ 

"Pardon, madam! but I named the &h 
sence myself, and at present it is only used 
by one member of the Royal Family, and 
two other friends. It is composed from the 
anthers of twenty choice exotics. Do not 
forget the name." 

^' But you have not told us your chemist's 
name, my lord." 

" Ah true — not a forgetable one, neither 
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— ^and yet — let me see — ^yes ; Hodges, of 
Hodgson, somewhere in the Strand ; but 
there is only one chemist of that namci 
though to my certain knowledge there are 
fifty-one Smiths, and all with red hair/' ' 

And the ladies sidled o£f to tell their 
numerous friends how fortunate they had 
been in talking to Lord Bexhill, who seldoni 
condescended to talk to anybody but Lady 
Zara Nevil ; and how cross she looked, and 
how the only fashionable perfume was an- 
thosmia. 

And Lady Zara Nevil is now alone, ia 
that elegant boudoir ^ where none dare 
intrude unsummoned. 

The sun, as it comes mellowed through 
rose-tinted draperies, looks upon a brow of 
regal pride and beauty ; but already have 
late hours, the dissipation of fashion, and 
the wearying inanities of revelries that have 
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hXig t^eased to excite, worked unfavouirably 
on a countenance once almost unparalleled 
lor fascination and expression. 'Now, too^ 
there is a spirit of strife within her ; and 
dark frowns chase each other over her 
l»row as she glances at the contents of a 
letter, which she had just opened. It was 
from Robert Woodforde*-and it spoke, in 
one sad stern farewell, the condensed 
anguish of a heart stung to frenzy by the 
perfidy of a long-loved, but no longer wor*- 
^hy object. In that letter there were no 
reproaches — no recriminations — no solicita-« 
tions for the future ; but there was the 
Christian friend's appeal to all the better 
feelings of human nature-^— the Christian 
pastor's warning to the stubborn offender! 
There was truth— and long it was since 
truth had been palatable to the spoilt heiress 
of Cotswold ! • . 

VOL. II. K 
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''And does he dare to taunt mef she 
cried, while a flash of indignation mantled 
over her feice. *' Methodistical idiots whom 
my girlish folly has rendered insolent^ 
beware T' 

The letter was flung into the fire-place, 
torn into a thousand shreds; and then, 
flying to a casket which stood on an orna- 
mental table, she tore from its recesses a 
small gold ring, with a simple turquoise 
stone, and a lock of hair. With hurried 
hands she enclosed them in an envelope, 
directed the packet, rang the sslv^ belt 
that lay on her desk, and ordered the at- 
tendant who answered it to speed with the 
missive to the post-office. When she was 
again alone, she stood for some moments in 
silence, with a stony eye that looked 
cruelly on all around her. Suddenly the 
casket once more attracted her attention — 9k 
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few unthered violets lay mtlun it — she 
seized them and rushed towards the fire* 
place — ^but, as she was about to dash them 
into it, with a sudden revulsion of feeling 
she paused — 9, softness stole over her 
features— a thaw over the pride-ice of her 
world-chilled heart 

" No, no 1" She murmured ; " I loved him 
—I did-l do! Oh, Godl oh GodP and 
flinging herself on the floor, the rich, proud 
daughter of Earl Cotswold bedewed the 
faded and unconscious bouquet^ with hot and 
passionate tears I 

In another week she became the envied 
bride of Lord Bexhill. 



Little more than a year has passed since 
a wedding-ring replaced the turquoise that 
once decked the finger of Zara. She is 
K 3 
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fitill the ornament of the ball-room, the queen 
of i3ief4te, the glory of Almacks ; but seldom 
IS now Lord Bexhill at her side. Is he not her 
husband? — The scented and effeminate 
being who now fills his place there, is a 
foreign Count — an importation from Florence, 
— and oh ! sweetly as eten Mario himself, 
does he sing the love-canzonets of Italy! 
"Wedded for her wealth aud position only- 
wedding for the ducal coronet still in per- 
spective — could happiness smile on a union 
between individuals so worldly as Zara and 
her husband ? In fact, they looked for none ; 
but yet, disappointed in each other, they 
so&a learned to prize every amusement or 
gaiety that kept them apart. Zara's dispo- 
sition — hot, arrogant, and exacting — was 
irrittaed into violence by the frigid indif- 
ference, resolute selfishness, and impertur- 
bable obstinacy of her husband ; who, put 
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into possession of his wife's dowry, had now 
means of gratifying that ostentation and love 
of lavish expenditure, which in eombination 
ivith his gambling propensities had so deeply 
involved him in debt when it became neces^ 
«ary >to woo and win an heiress. The Duke 
of fiirchington, his uncte, himself as pool 
as childless^ showed no symptoms of speedily 
quitting a world where his utility was 
questionable ; and for her noble fortune the 
.heiress of Gotswold had obtained in ex*- 
change a heartless, selfish, libertine husband 
each day adding to his debts, nor asisted 
by any preservative principle or prudential 
motive of his wife's, to restrain the wanton 
waste and riot of their ill-managed house- 
hold. Demand on demand had disgusted 
the Earl of Gotswold with his son-in-law; 
and refusing all further pecuniary aid, th^ 
juncture had at length arrived whep, findii]^ 
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that flight to the continent, or...let ns call 
it in the argct of &8hion.«.a summer tour 
abroad, was neoessarjy.nay, imperative,..* 
Lord Bexhill, with characteristic heartless- 
ness, privatdj left England for Paris, accom- 
pamed by a fiEivorite dansewe; apprising 
his wife of his intentions and the state of 
his affairs only on his arrival in France. 

There was an execution in Lord Bexbill^ 
magnificent mansion when his letter reached 
her. Her father was fortunately in town, 
and hastened personally to reply to the 
i^ort note she had written to him. He 
found her as no father could wish to find a 
child — neither downcast for past imprudence 
nor meditating with contemplative fore- 
thought on a system of honourable retrench- 
ment, but — her spirits exhilarated to a 
morbid pitch by an opiate — engaged in flip- 
pant discourse with the Gonte 'dad Fieri ;~ 
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whilst on the appearaace of the Earl, her 
abase of her husband became loud and un- 
feminine. 

But where all this time is Robert Wood-< 
f orde> curate of Got&wold 1 On him fortune 
had shone kindlier than it is wont to do on 
humble merit He is high in the church, 
nor has prosperity deducted aught icom his 
mental worth. Matter:^ of moment had 
brought him to London a few days after the 
flight of Lord BexhiU from his creditors had 
gained publicity, and he was one morning 
sitting in his apartment, occupied in writing 
to th^ fair and gentle girl to whom he was 
now betrothed, when a lady was announced. 
In some surprise, Mr. Woodforde awaited his 
unexpected visitant ; nor was it at the fir$t 
glance thati he detected in the personage 
before him, Lady BexhilL In the suddei^* 
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ness of his astonishment he adyanoed warmly 
towards her : 

" Zara V^ exclaimed he. 

The tone of yoke in whieh the name was 
uttered was as a key to unlock the yielding 
door of a heart full to insanity of wiM 
wishes and erring fancies. 

'*Yes, Robert 1 eyer dear, eyer loved 
Bobert ! it is Zara — your Zani ! Nay, 
shrink not from me \ my husband has left; 
me — has abandoned me — I shall sue for a 
diyorce !'' and she spoke with a rapidity of 
utterance that evinced her determination not 
to be interrupted, " I treated you cruelty 
—-arrogantly — but I never loved Mm, I 
have preserved all my jewels — ^they are ef 
immense value — they are ytyurs! — I am 
yours! — only take me from this country .^' 
And she would have flung her anns round 
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iiim, but that, shuddering with unfeigned 
disgust, he forced her into a chair. 

When he looked upon her and thought of 
the Zara of early days, he could scarcely be- 
lieve that the superbly apparelled, haughty, 
yet fading beauty before him, was the same 
person. Alas! there is no deformer like 
evil passions, idle habits, and careless 
thoughts ! The wildness of her eyes — tlie 
emphasis (so to speak) of her whole de- 
«ieanour, spoke of opiate excitement ; anJ 
the accent with which Mr, Woodforde now 
repeated the . one word../' Zara T might 
have interpreted the loathing feelings of his 
heart to obcuser minds than hers. 

^* Let me see Lady BexhUl more composed," 
he at length said after a pause during* which 
the chilling dignity of his manner had not 
ibeen without its effect on her:.,." Your 
iadj^ship is unwell > you have beeu agitated^ 
K 5 
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permit me to conduct you to Earl Cotswold's 
•..to your father.'* 

Her lips trembled, and her countenance 
became almost livid. 

" Faltering hypocrite 1** she cried ; " I did 
not think you would pr^end to misunder* 
stand me thus. Robert Woodforde...t^ 
you take me f 

Lady Bexhill forgets that ^A^ is a wife 
and I a minister of heaven/' 

**Then you refuse to protect me1../tis 
well, sirl No preaching, if you please,'' 
(for she saw he was about to speak). '^ I see 
how it is ; and now were you to sue at my 
feet, I would spit at you 1" 

When Mr. Woodforde looked up, for he 
dared -not look upon the fair but desecrated 
temple of Heaven's workmanship,^ iiriienbe 
such unhaHowed words had proceeded^ he 
found that he was alone» 
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The next day's papers announced the 
elopement of the beautifal Lady Bexhill with 
the celebrated Gonte dai Fieri ! 

But our sketch of a life^ that ended 
quickly in forsakeness on a foreign shore, 
where plundered by her mercenary lover of 
all her jewels, the once lovely Zara was 
seized with the violent fever from which she 
never recovered, must not be wound up with- 
out mention of the happy union of Robert 
Woodforde with the amiable girl whom, in 
maturer years and with sanctioning motives, 
he had learned to love. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 



CHAKGES. — TIME FLIES. — AN ADTENTUEB m 

AVA. 



And now for a long stride over some years 
— leaving, without any leave-taking, the 
dear haunts of Kulladghee, the dearer Buc- 
han battalion, and dearest of all, the kind 
friends and faithful comates of that most 
hospitable and brotherly corps — ^shortly after 
cut up and dispersed by the new formation 
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of regiments ; which sent me with our brave 
Colonel, Goxe, and several others to join the 
43rd. Regt. on foreign service at Rangoon. 
Alas ! alas ! I love not farewells, and I would 
fain shut . out the memory of the dead { 
Time flies on, and on ; — a bird that hath 
no resting-place, nor ever furls its wings — 
and yet we stand upon the very brink of the 
Future, and bid it " Come 1 come r though 
the gift it may bear usr is d^th ! Through 
every vicissitude of joy or grief, Time hath 
an equBl step. We sit over the creamy 
wine, we join the dizzy dance, bright eyes 
rain lovelocks upon us ; we are courtiers, 
statesmen, soldiers, poets, and ready hands 
fling garlands at our feet — and then, lo ! 
we think Time flies faster than feathered 
shaft from the quiver of the Iroquois. Or, 
on the other hand, we siifier, we are sick^ 
lire are compelled to dig^ the graves of dear 
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0068, we drink of the cup of falsehood^ we 
are brankrupts in health and fnendsbip^ the 
taint of calumny mildews our names b0oau9e 
we are poor; and lol then indeed we ao 
cose the steps of Time of la^nj^ and 
account him a sluggard* But it is all illu-^ 
sioni Time hath never once changed his 
pace one whit ; his cold^ steadfast eye looketh 
unaltered on all the changeful circumstances 
that hath made his progress seem to us as 
changeful as themselves. What careth he 
for the gold that made yesterday short and 
sunny, or for the sordid penury that makes 
to-day long and wearisome ^ What careth 
he for the revelry, and the riot, and the 
wanton's wiles, and the brawler^s oaths 1 Ko 
more than he minds the swelling sea or tiie 
boisterous wind, the fiowerful summer or 
the fifosty winter t 
I have bound myself down to no method^ 
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no regularity, in the detail of these my 
rough and unconnected rambles ; so that I 
may freely skip from youth to manhood, and 
from age back again to boyhood, without 
dreading any conscientious reproof from my 
own mind: and though I now leave my 
friends of the 22nd. r^ment, I may here* 
after return to them, should the recoUectioli 
of any interesting event connected with 
them call for recital Meanwhile I pass over 
long years... the disasters, and denials, and 
diseases of a wearisome and disheartening 
campaign during our conflict with the Bur« 
mese...a furlough to Europe. After fifteen 
years' absence — and a happy voyage back to 
Madras. Yet, let me think. Through the 
long and privation-full Burmese War, in 
which I had the good fortune to obtain the 
friendly notice of our gallant and true High^ 
land-hearted Commander, Sir Archibald 
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Campbell, who successivelj bestowed apoA 
me two luorative staff appointments, one 
adventure befell me which may be narrated 
here without farther preliminary 



-It was on the 24tL of February, 



1826, that at Yandabu, in the Kingdom of 
Ava, a treaty of peace was ratified between 
the British and the Burmese. My health, 
which, from the hardships and exposure at- 
tendant on a long and harassing campaign 
in the ^* land of the stranger," had been for 
several months very precarious^ rendered a 
return to the shores of Madras indispensable ; 
and now that peace began to wave her olive 
houghs over those plains which had for so 
long a period witnessed the ruthless conflicts 
of war, I was anxious to return to Bangoon^ 
thence to embark for Madras^ in search of 
that health f&r which change of scene and 
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situation are so often tried in vain. To pro^ 
ceed by land ...a distance of six hundred 
miles, .^was out of the question, OYer*-ran as 
the country was by bands of desperate men ; 
in whose eyes the enforced peace, which the 
victor-army had rung from "the Oolden 
Fedy' would have appeared but an insti- 
gation to the cruellest atrocities. The river, 
though not exempt from pirates, presented 
the best means of proceeding ; and I was 
advised to wait until the departure of that 
portion of the troops, which formed whs^ 
was called the water-party, should wai^rant 
my safety. But too ill to think seriously of 
danger, and too anxious to leave a campaign, 
whose only charm... that of warfare... was 
extinct, I refiised to delay my voyage, and 
left Yandabu on the 6th. March, in a smsdl 
canoe purchased for the occasion^ manned 
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hj hired Biurman boatmen, and aGCoii]^aiiied 
hj two servants and an invalid sepoj. 

I shall never foiget the bright beneficent 
beautj of that morning, as, bidding adien 
to my brother ofBcers, I stepped into the 
frail and &iry bark which was, I hoped, to 
convey me in safety to Rangoon. The banks 
of the Lrawaddi, that fine majestic stres^m 
which pursues its magnificent progress 
through a most unhappy country... even as 
the rays of the sun rest upon the dwellings 
of the wretched... were lined with pec^led : 
soldiers, European and Native... sailors, hig- 
gling for fresh fish and vegetables... sutlers, 
vending their scanty and coveted stores 
at exorbitant charges,. ..Burmese, Siamese 
Chinese. • .all were there t and on the coonten* 
ances of the troops the eye could readily 
trace the gleam of pleasure, as anticipations 
of a speedy abandonment of a country 
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i¥liich might in truth be called ** the soldier's 
grave,^ flitted across their thoughts. 

Above, too, the sky was as pure and un* 
clouded as though the peace, that reigned 
there, was but the reflection oi that which 
dwelt below. It was a delightful day — and 
I sat under the wattled canopy of my ddS, 
plunged in that delicious chaos of thought 
which so nearly resembles the transitory and 
unsatisfactory raptures of the opium-eater. 
However, as twilight — ^like a fond and 
careful nurse, folding her patient in a dark 
but warm mantle, — began to wrap all Nature 
in her dim array, the excitement of my 
feelings subsided; and as I gazed around 
me and found myself in my lone and tiny 
barque in the midst of the ~ wide river, on 
which not another object was discernible, 
darker thoughts and feelings returned to my 
breast,-- even as carrion-birds will flock back 



£12 Jtouen BECouECTioirfl. 

at night&ll to their wonted roost 1 Darkness 
crept on, slowly, but steadUj, — and a brisk, 
•uncertain breeze sprang from tbe gathering 
clouds. It increased, still increased, until 
I noted that the boatmen would gladly have 
got rid of it^ and b^n to look about for a 
fitting shore near which to moor their Yossel. 
The river, which here must have been nearly a 
fuile broad, was fuming like an angry thing 
— and as the banks, which we presently 
neared, rose bluff and precipitous from the 
water's edge, they showed, in the sheet 
lightning which played capriciously around, 
like the battlements of some Gothic 
fortalice amidst the gloomy recesses of an 
ancient forest. Sy this time the gale had 
grown to a storm, and alarm found its way 
to every breasi 

The surly sough of the wind, — the un- 
pleasant motioQ of the canoe, tossed angrily 
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by the surges that whirlcid up their spra^^ 
insultinglj in our faces,-*-the harsh screams 
of the affrighted water-birds around us,*— I 
recollect them all! Suddenly we struck 
against the bank ; in a moment the canoa 
was filled with the overpowering element ^ 
and wet and frightened, yet thankful, we 
were all on shore, and scrambling up from 
the water before we were quite conscious of 
what had happened. 

The Burmans, however, had probably 
suspected such a mishap — if indeed, they 
did not manage to bring it about — for they 
contrived to rescue my few valuables, con-r 
sisting of my wearing apparel, a liquor 
case, and my humble breakfast service, from 
the stranded skiff at the very moment when 
she was swamped ; but, on examination, we 
found that she had suffered injury so 
material as to render her totally useless. 
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Our flensations were not very agreeable, bat 
lamentation was of no benefit ; and in the 
darkness aad the gale^ which still continued, 
I thought rest the most advisable thing. A 
glass of brandj was distributed to eaeh person 
— eatables there were none, except some un* 
cooked rice and a little wet biseuit and 
sugar — ^for our stock of fowls and other pro- 
vender had been seized as lawful *'lo(^" 
(booty) by the naiads of the stream. So, 
rolling myself in my boat-doak — ^wet as. it 
was — I lay down under the shelving sand- 
bank ; whilst my attendants, at several 
jrards distance, were scattered about — mur- 
muring at our misfortune, accusing *^ Nu&e^ '^ 
(destiny) of unparalleled animosity, or try- 
ing to court the influence of that ** sweet 
restorer'' to which I paid my addresses in 
vain. The gale died away ; I was wet, and 
(?old, and could not sleep — ^so I watched the 
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moon risiDg from her bed of clouds^... the 
gradual traDqaili2ation of the waves as they 
lowered their white crests in the moonlight, 
«..and listened the while to the casual gusts 
of the abating wind, as it passed tiirough 
the jungle above the bank. I closed my 
eyes, but strange mysterious apprehensions 
arose, ..thick and black. . .within me ; and a 
warning voice bade me " not to sleep.'' It 
was Presentiment I It was that undefinable 
" shadow of coming events !'%.. Presentiment 
is the Fetch of Danger ! 

The night was now brilliantly clear ; but 
the moon «.. that ^^ mistress of the diseased 
mind'\. .shed a ghastly light upon the waters* 
It reminded me of the flash of a torch on 
the silvery ornaments of a coflin'«lid I There 
were strange noises, too— from the sky came, 
ever and anon, the sudden wail of some 
night-bird ; from the earth, in the back« 
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ground, the howl of the wolf and thd 
jackall ; and from the waters of the Ira« 
waddi.k.more impressively solemn in that 
lone hour than all the rest ».. was heard the 
frequent and fitful leapings of the por- 
poises, •..for porpoises are not rare in this 
gigantic river, even at that great distance 
from the sea. 

I cannot account for the singular horror 
with which the sound, created by this fishy 
creature in its struggles for fresh air, filled 
me. The leap from the waves. ..the long 
audible gasp it made while sucking in loudly 
the breeze... and its abrupt plunge back 
into the stream! That gasp... I hear it 
now... was like the deep and painful breath^ 
ings of a suffocating man ! My Burmese 
Boatmen were whispering and muttering in 
a comer, aloof from the other servants, and 
I asked them in their own dialect, as well 
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as t 001^4 tite name of the creative ^^vlueh 
bad 60. anAoyed me. The word *\Ia^ne^ 
W3US given in replj, a^d it was tifi last I 
beard tbat night 

A dreaminess stole over me, aad I Wiiys 
fast sixJcing into forgetfulness^ when a ling-^ 
ing noise in mj ears» a stunning blow qn mj 
head... acGomi^nied by a flashing ;a8 of 
a hundred daggers. • .deprived me .of all sen- 
sation. I have an indistinct r^membianoe 
of hearing n frightful shriek (it n^ust have 
been my own). ..of starting up.. ..of seeing a 
dark shape hovering over me... of a gleapiiig 
instrument.. .but no more ! I remaiQedja- 
sensiUe for... as I was afterwards told. ^.hulf* 
an hour ; and «vhen I came to n^yself^ I wad 
stretched on the brink of the river surround*' 
ed by my Madras attendants, who were 
wailing over me as lost for ever. I tried to 
rise, but sank down again on the sands ; m/ 

VOL. 11. L 
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eyes were bKnded with what at first I coii'^ 
eeived to be water poured orer me to restore 
me... it was blood ! I raised mj hand, and 
felt that there was a deep and large wound 
in mj head. Recollection returned with 
growing nausea, and I obserred that none of 
the Burmese crew were with us. I was 
soon made aware of how matters stood. 

The Burmans, seeing my stock of baggage 
at their mercy, incited bj their indomitable 
lore of plunder, and beguiled by the gaudy 
glitter of a queen's-metal coffee-pot, which 
their cupidity turned into silver, watched 
the opportunity when they imagined we 
were all asleep, to fulfil the double purpose 
of serving themselves and gratifying their 
bitter hatred ot the Kuldhs (foreigners), who 
had conquered their Emperor and his hosts. 
My Lascar, whilst in a state between sleep- 
ing and wakiug, was aroused by the whis- 
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perings Qf the boatmen, and his suspicions 
being excited, he resolved on watching their 
movements. Suddenly he observed the Lie- 
thogee, or steersman, — a gaunt and repulsive 
looking man — arise, and approach stealthily 
the spot where I lay asleep ; two of his com- 
rades crept to a renK>te comer of our bivouac, 
where the baggage was placed, and near 
which the sick sepoy and Malliapah, my 
mutpy slept After stooping over me for an 
instant, as if to assure himself of my non-^ 
vigilance, the Llethogee, raised his arm, — 
and the terrified Lascar then saw that in hi$ 
hand ^as a ddh, or large wood-knife. A 
blow was given — a cry was heard — and just 
as the stroke, which had been considerably 
impeded by the folds of my cloak, was about 
to be repeated, the Lascar sprang upon the 
assassin, and succeeded in wresting the 
weapon from him — though not before bi$ 
L 3 
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two thumbs were nearly severed from his 
hands in the straggle. The alarm was now^ 
however, general ; and the steersman and 
his associates — alike baffled —took to flight ; 
succeeding in carrying off the paltry spoil for 
which they had so readily dyed their hands 
in blood, though not without opposition, for 
the sepoy was also wounded dightl^ in the 
head, before he could seize his bayonet. My 
Maiy escaped with a few severe blows, for 
he liad wrapped himself up in a thick eiMly 
(blanket), and when awakened by a blow, 
had wrestled manfully with his particular 
assailant ; for, like ourselves, the Burmese 
were four in numberc I may here state, to 
spare a footnote, that on that same day 
some forty Iniles 'beyond where we were at- 
tacked, Lieutenant Addison of the gallant 
iSth. Regt. M. N. L whilst proeeeding up 
the river in charge of Commissariat stores, 



ROUGH aiXKUXEOTIONS. 221 

was shot from the long grass skirting the 
Irawaddi^ and instantly expired ! 

What a night did we pass theie, on that 
unknawn beach ! I had lost a great quantity 
of bloody and was so &int and sick that I 
lay almost, inanimate, until a light was 
«trudc ; when Malliapah-rrthe only hale man 
amcmg us — <x>ntrived to ttaunch the blood, 
that continued to well alarmingly from the 
wound, with repeated ^applications of burnt 
rag. He had also toatt^d to the sepoy and 
Las(^F — ^the latter a braver man than the 
former, though of low caste, whilst the sepoy 
was a Marhatta. 

X)ay at length dawned,.. welcome day:! 
Never more welcome than it was now to us ! 
The most distressing vertigo prevented me 
f|om , valfciQg without assistance ; we bad 
nothing to eat ; our canoe lay rent and use^ 
less in the water ; and presently the sun 
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burst forth with a maddening heat. Through 
the long, long night we momentarily looked 
for a return 6i the treacherous canoe-men, 
perhaps accompanied by other^willing to lend 
them a hand and a knife.«.but though I even 
suggested to my servants the prudence of 
their leaving me to my fate, and of trying 
to regain the main army, some sixty miles 
distant, the fsiithful feUows would not listen 
to me. And now again we had day-light ! 

What an interminable day did that seem ! 
and with what dread did we look forward to 
the approach of night, another night on that 
inhospitable and perilous coast ! To have 
attempted to penetrate into the country 
would have been madness... knowing it to be 
inhabited by those only who would have 
prided and rejoiced in murdering us, perhaps 
-with fearful tortures* Our sole resource 
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then, was the watch for some boats proceed- 
kig down the river from Yahdabu. 
. Day began to decline, and . hope with it, 
when lo ! the Diana steamer hove in sight — 
Uke a dove bearing glad tidings. A cloth 
was £a.8tened to an oar, and from the steepest 
|»art of the bank it was. wildly, desperately^ 
waved, with many cries. I crept close to 
QVLx flag of distress, watching the issue of 
©ur plan. The steamer neared-f-i't was op- 
posite — is it not still opposite? Alas, it 
Itas passed I 

, Night was drawing near. Brown shade^j 
tinged the inland jungle — the mina's shrill 
voice sounded louder as it sought its ro.ost— r 
painted moths and flies of bright hues dis- 
appeared,... while myriads of mosquitoes and 
other night-insects buzzed hovering about. 
The clusters of the gorgeoas daturas that 
sprang profusely around, looked wan and 
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flaccid in the twifi^t, while their huge 
blossoms closed their cups in sleep. On the 
other hand, the plentifal mirabiHs jaUpa 
opened wide if s bright lake-eolonred petals, 
emitting the richest odours, A deep silence 
nigned in onr little gronp, which was at 
length broken by the loud achmation of 
the Lascar. 

"* Ya, Mhib, dekha^ ddkio. L..Ohy sir, 
look t look P.^.It was (me of the Gompanj^s 
row-boats! Onr signals were renewed.^ ^ 
were beheld I A skiff, was sent ashore, and 
in it I perceived with a joj I cannot paint, 
a gentleman I had met before, Mr, Lind« 
qnist. 

We were taken on board. Mj ejes first 
rested on the thin, attenuated form of a 
Jady — a white lady ; — ^the first white woman 
I had seen for more than a year ! She was 
standing on the little deck of the raw*boat» 
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ieaniiig oh the arm of a sickIj4ooking geu- 
il«nah:^ith an inteUectual cast of tounten- 
i^oee^n whom I at once recognised the 
hnsbaad-or the brother* : 
':fiis- dress and heiEiring pointed him out as 
& missiocary. l I have said I had not beheld 
^a' inrhite fenmle for fman j days ; and now 
thel soothing aoeents of female words fell 
.npottiny ears' like a household hymn of my 
^pouth.-f ! My wound was tenderly dressed, 
iuy head bound up, and I wa$ laid upon % 
80&*bed. With what a thankful heart. did I 
4!ceathe fi)rth a blessing on ^those kind 
Srimaritans I With what delight did I 
^d^k in^-the mild, getiUe accents of that 
sir eft jmmsjit'BL voice, bs she pressed mo to 
recxuit'ffmy strength with some of that 
'f ieyerage. which cheecs but nqt inebriates T 
She was seated in a large American swinging*^ 
L 5 



226 ftOFOH SECOLLECTIOKS. 

-chair, in which her slight, emaciated, but 
-graceful form, appeared almost ethereal. 
Yet, with much of heavw, there were still 
the breathings of earthly feelii^ about her ; 
for at her feet rested a babe — a little wan 
l)abe, on which her eyes often turned with 
all a mother's love ; and gazing frequently 
upon her delicate features, with a fond 
yet fearful glance, was that meek missionary, 
ier husband! Her face was pale^— very 
pale ; with that expression of deep and 
serious thought which speaks of the strong 
and vigorous mind within the frail and per- 
ishing body; her brown hair was braided 
over a placid and holy brow : — ^but her 
hands-^those small lily hands — ^were quite 
beautiful : beautiful they were, and very 
wan — for ah 1 they told of consuming dis- 
ease—of death — death in all its transparent 



r 
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grace, when the sickly blood shines through 
the clear skin, . even as the bright poison 
Mghts up the Venetian glass which it is 
about to' shatter J That lady was Mrs. 
JuDSOJf, whose long ^captivity and severe 
hardships among the Burmese have sinoe 
been detailed in her published journals. 

I remained two days with them ; two 
delightful days they were to me, in spite 
of physical weakness and considerable pain. 
Mrs. Judson's powers of conversation were 
x)f the first order, and the many affecting 
unecdotes which she gave us of their long 
•and eruel bondage. ..their struggles in the 
'Cause of religion... and their adventures 
during a long residence at the court of Ava 
gained a heightened interest from the beau- 
tiful, energetic simplicity of her language, 
as well RS irom the certainty I felt that s# 
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fragile a flow6r»..a8 she in very trath was 
^JuA but a brief season to Unger on earthl 
Why is it that we grieve to think of the 
approaching death of the youngs the virtn- 
008, the ready f Ahis t it is the sdfishnes§ 
of human nature^ that would keep to itself 
the purest and sweetest gifts of Heavra ta 
encounter the blasts and blights of a world 
where we dee thern^ rather than that they 
should be transplanted to happier r^ona^ 
where we see them not I 

When I left the kind Judson% I did so 
with regret. When I looked my last on 
her mild, worn countenance as she issued 
some instructions to my new set of boatmen 
(for I had procured a fresh canoe, manned 
by- P^ese), I felt my eyes fill with pro- 
phetic tears^ They were not perceived : we 
parted) and we never met again ; nor is it 
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ISkely that the wounded subaltern was ever 
again thought of by those who had succoured 
him! 

The kind attention which the amiable mis- 
sionaries had paid to mj wound, was not 
sufficient to prevent it from getting more 
trouUesome as time passed on. Thej had 
confined their treament to simply washing 
and dressing it; but the injury needed 
bolder nursing, and ere I readied a station 
where a medical man was to be found, my 
head had swollen to an enormous siase, and 
my senses had begun to wander. The probe 
of the surgeon of the 12th M. N. Infantry 
effected w<mders...he declared the bone 
merely slightly grazed, and my mind was 
at ease. 

lifrs. Judson and her child died soon 
after the cessation of hostilities. Her bus* 



I 
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band mairied again, and is, I believe, stiK 
alive. I had the pleasure of. meeting Mr. 
Lindquist, at Weymouth, where he is now 
settled, in 1842, ...and of reminding him of 
the acenes I have here described. 
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CHAPTER XL 



VELLOBE, ITS HILLS ANB ALLIQATOBS. — ^A CITRE 
FOR SNAKE BITE.. ..aHOST-STOBIBS.... JAMES 
CHABLES SALMOIT. 



Singe my return from England, I bad not, as 
yet, provided myself with a horse ; and 
though the keep of a palanquin was indis- 
pensable, seeing that soon after my arrival at 
Madras^ in 1835^ I was despatched to Yd- 



232 ROUQU BECOLLECnOKS. 

lore, 88 miles distant^ on Court Martial duty ; 
I was in other respects obliged to economise 
most ^regioiislj...for, though I had been 
some jears a captain, I was, in military par- 
lance, desperately hard up. To tell the 
truth, I hare never been anything else since 
I remember I 

My r^ment was in a remote part of the 
country, and though the inhabitants of Yel- 
lore were most hospitable, I confined my 
pleasures pretty much to the petty home- 
comforts to be found in an almost unfur- 
nished, poking, little bungalo, hired for the 
occasion — the diversion of reading — and 
daily long walks. The kindness of Gap- 
tain M. of the Commissariat often in- 

> 

deed tempted me to spend the evening 
with him. His brother, one of my 
earliest and dearest firiends in the Buchan 
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battalioDj was the brave and gallant ofScer 
who commanded the Body-guard in atten* 
dance on Sir Thomas Munro, when that wise 
and beloved Governor expired of Cholera 
near Goottj, in 1826* Madeod, seized 
almost immediately after the death of his 
revered friend and commander with the same 
fatal malady.^.with his last dying words 
summoning his brave Grenadier company 
(that of the 43rd. Regt. M. N I) took a 
solemn farewell of them, and requested them 
to convey and lay his body beside that of the 
Governor. His request was attended to ; and 
proud, in my sorrow for his death, was !••• 
who had been his subaltern^ ..to succeed so 
brave an officer and so generous a man in 
the command of that Grenadi^ company ;-^ 
to which after-days, as well as previous ex^ 
perience of its merits during the Burmese 
waiv made me attached by no dight or 4irivial 



ij 
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boads of affectioik That regiment is indeed 
in a bad condition, the officers of which try 
not to like and to be liked hj th^r men ! 
This remark applies more particularly to the 
ITatiye Infantry, than to any other claiss of 
soldiery. The above anecdote of Captain 
Madeod's last moments is stated briefly in 
(Heig's " Life of Sir Thomas Munro/' 

Captain M. aroused me earlj, one morning, 
to fulfil a promise he had niade of being my 
escort to the hiU-fort of Veilore, to which 
bitherto I had not ascended. To the foot of 
the hill, or rather precipitous mountain, we 
explored our way through avenues, lanes 
and paths, rifa in and redolent of such indis- 
putable £lth as can scarcely be recognisable 
•anywhere s^ve in the purlieus of an East In- 
dian town. I found the ascent, though only 
five hundred feet, far more difficult than I 
had conjectured ; and in some place$ so steep 



SOUGH BECOIiLECTIONS. 23S 

leading over perpendicular ledges of slippery 
stone, that being a most inexpert cragsman 
I would fain have retreated were it not for 
shame. Assuredly, I would not have re- 
turned by the same rio-track for a king's ran- 
som ; convinced as I was that some ghooUi" 
heeaban — some demon of the waste — would 
have tempted me to plunge below. It is a 
sensation to which I have always been sub- 
ject, this singular horror of approaching the 
verge of any height — a horror that anon 
grows into a strange craving to fling one'self 
into the very abyss which it appals him to 
gaze at ! 

The hill was almost entirely destitute of 
herbage ; some coarse spear-grass, an occa- 
sional bush of the Wehera tetrandray and a 
few scraggy thorns, were all the plants I 
could see on it. There was a Native ofl&cer's 
guard at the small fort on the summit, where 
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hU charge consists of some arsenal stores, 
and a few solitaiy cdls» which we found liter- 
aUj fio» for they were onoccapied. There 
was a bungalow, too, in a state of rapid dila- 
pidation — ^but to which idlers occasionalij 
resorted for pic-nic pleasantries. Tha Native 
officer told us that when the long; rank gras^ 
which filled the interior of the fortalice^ was 
in its prime (it being then burnt up)» i^ 
harboured an immense supply of snakes. 
More than one sepoy had died from their 
bites ; and, by way of addenda to this, and 
other mention I have made of the vfperine 
brood, I shall here note down for the benefit 
of all whom it may concern (may Allah 
v^S them scarce !}, the very best means to 
be resorted to in the event of snake-bite : — 
'' The wound, as spon as made, should be 
** squeezed hard and s\:^G^ed ; isolate it by 
" cutting a square inch and a half, then di- 
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^ vide tbe centre into small squares ; rub it 
'' well with lime-juice and salt ; then apply 
" a warm poultice of salt and pulp of lime ; 
'* give warm punchy a gill of rum and half a 
" ditto of lime juice every quarter of an 
*' hour till intoxication and sleep ensue. The 
" sore will heal by simple ointment/' Q, 

Mc. Dermoot, surgeon to the Forces at St. 

> 

Lucia, treated thirty soldiers bitten by ve- 
nomous serpents in this way, and only one 
died. A pair of very loose canvas trousers, 
such as are worn by sailors, with sliding 
strings at the bottom to draw close over 
boots, or leather gaiters, are strongly recom- 
mended for the use of all jungle pedestrians. 
1 have found serpents strike at such with 
impunity. 

But to return to the hill-fort : we were 
pointed out a bowry of fine water, near to 
which the forces of Hyder Ali attempted to 
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storm the fort bj breach and escalade^ Man^ 
of them got over the wall, but were received 
by our troops on the points of their bayonets, 
and plunged into the bowry beneath, which 
was with difficulty cleansed from the dead 
bodies that for many days polluted and 
choked up its waters. 

We saw numbers of pretty singing-birds 
of a bright black, vnth a few white feathers' 
in their tails. They were not unlike the 
fninGy but smaller, and endowed with a very 
sweet note. The Jemadar called them 
** Hoossainee-ke-pidda" and asserted they 
T^ould be taught to speak better than a 
parrot ; adding that it was one of those 
identical birds of which the Moslem tradition 
speaks, as having led Hoossain, when lost in 
the intricacies of a forest and dying of 
thirst, to a fountain of pure water. 
Some days after this excursion, M. pre^ 
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vaited upon me to attempt a sixnilar 6ne to a 
peak, higher considerably than that on which 
the fort stands ; and on which is (or was) a 
rocking'-stone ; for there it is, but rocks no 
more — having been displaced, I suppose, 
bj some wind-gust. The path was steep 
enough, and rugged enough, but not so 
precipitous as the other ; there was also 
grass and weeds to hold on bj, and a 
palmer's st&ff was* provided. The scene 
from the top was grand : twilight had began 
to wrap its sudden mantle over the earth, 
and the mydaun — the town and fort of 
Vellore, lying at the foot of the chain of stu- 
pendous ghauts— assumed an indistinct ap- 
pearance, almost spectral. Near us, but di« 
vided from us by a deep gloomy ravine^ 
towered the small hill-fort, the scene of our 
former visit. On an opposite peak, huge 
fires werq burning \ and ' farther ou— lik^ 
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gracj shrouds curried by invisible hands-^ 
mists were flickering amongst the hills* 
Before we began our descent^ it was neariy 
dark«--and ere we had made half way 
down we wece wishing for a moon, having 
missed our track. M. was^ however, a brave 
and experienced guide ; and we regained it 
ere long, after passing down — ^I know not 
how->-the face of an abrupt declivity over 
masses of rock, and ruggednesses of all sorts 
and sizes — ^in short, a regular mauvaia pas ! 
M. afterwards averred, that had I seen it by 
daylight, I would not have dared to overcome 
it 

The large fort of Vellore is surrounded by 
a deep moat, the liquid treasures of which 
are plenteously enriched by alligators. Not 
long before, a Sepoy passing over the small 
drawbridge which leads into the fort through 
a sallyport, with a child in his arms, stum* 
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Med, and fell into the moat Amongst the 
numbers who witnessed the accident, there 
was none daring enough to risk life in the 
attempt to save them ; but fortuQately, a^ 
almost all the natives can, the ipan could 
swim expertly. He struck out lustily, and 
had regained possession of the child, which 
had been separated from him in the fall, 
when a huge and bloated alligator, snorting 
and snoring through the water, advanced 
towards him. A cry of dismay arose from 
the spectators ; luckily the swimmer wa3 
unconscious of the approaching foe, or, panic 
struck, his exertions might have been para« 
lysed. Another instant and the creature 
would have been upon him, but he is close 
to the edge of the steps that lead from the 
moat — hands are stretched towards him— 
and at the very moment when the jaws of 
vol. II. M 
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the monster hare grazed his keel, he issafe 
VQ the steps — he and his child ! 

During my morning rambles round the 
fort— in which the Bajah of Cooi^ was 
then a captive — I had frequently noticed as 
old woman, with a basket on her arm, whence 
she kept chucking up into the air something 
of an eatable nature, which was in most in« 
stances snapped up before it reached the 
ground by^flocks of Brahminy kites, which fol- 
lowed her where oyer she went, hovering 
over her head. I found on examination that 
what she kept throwing so lavishly about 
were meat-balls ; and as she proceeded on 
her way — her long white hair scattered about 
her naked shoulders and withered bust... 
while in shrill accents she shouted out to the 
ravenous birds — " Approach and be fed, in 
the name of Hari !'' she looked a living em- 
blem of Hindu bigotry. I afterwards learnt j 
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Ihat B}m was one of the richest s^nd most no- 
t^&Q^tics amoBg theA*ahminsectat Y^Uore. 

Sitting in the verandah of the hot» little 
paltry bmigalow which was my temporary 
abode, I was one eveiung joined by two old 
acquaintances and as many new ones ; and 
while we sat discussing a littjie cool clareS 
peculiarly refreshing in the sultriness of the 
season, our conversation gradually formed 
itself into a series of short anecdotes, having 
certain superstitious features c<>nneGted with 
the dead as their bases. 

'* I am the farthest thing in the world, 
from being superstitious/' said Iyes» a 
straight-forward, frank young fellow, — " and 
yet not an inch nearer scepticism : but there 
are certainly events — men call them " strange 
coincidences '^ — that occasionally occur, 
which might startle the most obstinate 
doubter in the possibility of spectral appear- 
M 3 
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ances into belief of their existence. We have 
80 many stories of this nature on record^ 



from the yerj first authorities, that to repeat 
them ad nauseam would be a superfluous 
act of inutility. On such subjects erery 
man is guided wholly by his own idiosyn- 
eracy ; the negatives or affirmatives, the 
pros and cons of others, go for nothing ; and 
a single instan^^e — a one fact — ^may send him 
forth into the world an advocate in the be^ 
lief of the existence of apparitions, or the 
staunch denier of them. Of all the welt« 
authenticated ghost-stories I am acquainted 
with, none has served more to shake my 
unbelief in such matters than the following 
strange circumstance which occurred to my 
father, and is strictly true. He was one 
night seated in the parlour quite alone ; it 
might be near twelve o'clock, for he had a 
recollection of having heard eleven strike. 



• I 
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i^hen all at once the door was opened, and 
a funeral processionr-complete in all its ad** 
jimcts and paraphernalia* .. entered the rooin^ 
which was large and lofty. The funeral bi^ 
with its sable drapery 4. .the train of mourners, 
all moving slowly along and in perfect si* 
leace..,all were there; yet they did not 
jseem.to crowd upon each other. The visionary 

» 

crew passed through the chamber with sad 
and solemn movements, but with soundless 
steps, as befits the dead of so dreary a 
pajgeant, and disappeared out at the open 
window, which was one that reached from 
ceiling to floor. He was a wed... struck mo- 
tionless... but he was wide awake; and the 
illusion. ..if illusion it were.. .was at least 
not one arising in sleep. Next morning he 
received authentic intelligence of the death 
of his brother." 

" A strange optical delusion !" cried Elr 
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win, an elderly sabaltern ; ** but I think I 
can add something quite as strange. My 
mother had retured to bed one night, and 
awakening up from her first sleep, beheld 
with horror a figwe dressed in the habUi- 
ments of the ffrave, standing, fully defined 
by the moonshine which enlightened the 
whole room, at the foot of the bed I Of 
my mother's feelings and fears I shall say 
nothing; she was, at all events, convinced 
of the actual presence of an apparition, en* 
yelq)ed in a shroud. On the following day 
the accounts reached her of her fathers sud^ 
dm decease.^ 



''Can such things b0, 
To overcome us like a sununer cloud, 
Without our special wonder T 



Exclaimed I, quoting Shakspeare the Un* 
dying. 
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" I have not a regular, ghost-storj to tell,'* 
said Beswick, '' but as <t trait of superstitioa 
take tbe fdkwing. Magpies are, as you 
kDOw, accounted birds of evil omen ; and^ 
when seen to pair near a house under whose 
roof theire is sickness, death, be assured, is 
iiot &r o£ Thsj snuff the prepftring corse. 
Bavensr— some say dpgs, and sailors say 
sharks— thave the same power of smell ; but 
my anecdote pert^ns to the. laagpie. Ger« 
tain it is, that when mS eldest brother was 
on his death bed, two magpies came and 
perched upon tbe ledge of tbe window of the 
apartment in which he lay. My father 
would have discharged his fowling-piece at 
them, but the noise might have disturbed 
the djing, and ha vus prevented : — twice I 
drove them away, and twice they returned. 
Soon afterwards my grandmother fell sick^ 
and again two magpies — they seemed, th^ 



248 sovee uooclbchobs. 

identical birds — ^were seen at her casement : 
her decease followed in a few hours. Not 
long afterwaxdi; a oonan of oiii8...one of 
the nnmerons and ineTitable Mis. Smiths... 
was ill ; and on one occasion I was sent to 
her mansion on a misdon of inqniiy as to 
the state of her health. As I approached 
the house, two magpies, ezactlj under the 
window of her bed-room, met my sight. I 
entered the house, and in Are minutes there- 
after mj cousin.. .Mrs. Smith... was deadT 
** yij story,'' cried Cameron, *^ is as true 
as holy writ. My mother, during her at- 
tendance at Court in the year 17 — , was one 
day alarmed by a loud crash in the anti- 
chamber : on examination, nobody was found 
there, nor was there anything to be seen 
that could have occasioned such a noise. 
On that very day, and at that very hour, 
my father fell in action^'' 
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^ Wbat I am going to relate/' said George 
Barnes, a smart little <^det newly posted, 
^nd in the full flush of green griffinhood and 
a scarlet jacket.*.** does not refer to my own 
kith or kin ; but it has been given to me as 
I give it to you, for truth. John Phillips 
was a hale, healthy, and sober gardener near 
Hastings, where I remember having courted 
his acquaintance when I was a boy, for the 
"^ beatix yeux/ not of his daughters but of 
his dahlias. He was one night in bed, un- 
able to sleep from a violent toothache, when 
suddenly his eyes encountered an object that 
filled him with terror and awe. In the mid-^ 
die 0^ the floor stood a coffin ; and staring 
at it with looks of almost frenzy, he read 
on the plate tk name of 

** John Phillips, 

Aged 41.^' 

.*- 

u 5 
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^ Cold at heart with very fear, he feQ 
hack ^n his pillow, and all hat fainted. 
WheA be had again courage to look up. the 
Yision had passed away ; hut the impressioA 
it left upon his mind was inefhceahle. He 
was an umnarried man, hut had hrothen 
and sisters; and, dearer than all, a he* 
trothed one, whose hand should soon be his ; 
hut their words of encouragement, when he 
told them what bad happened,. ..the reason* 
ings of the clergyman of his parish... of the 
medical man to whom he had related the fsusk^ 
were urged in vain to shake the aasuraaee he 
entertained of the reality of the Tision. E» 
was within a few weeks of attaining the ag!^ 
that was marked on the coffin-pfatte^ and he 
firmly believed that he would not <mtlive 
that day. Nor did he/'* 

* On this slight anecdote Miss Elizabeth Youatt, 
author of ** The Frioe of FAme^" has composed one 
of those exquisite sketches that are alike admirable 
or their pathos and moraliij. 
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A patiai sucoeeded this slngalar aoecdote^ 
lot 1 had tto ghost-story to tell, bat promised 
to reiad theia a tale I had drawn up in which 
I had mingled hti with fictiod^ on the fol- 
lowing ^¥dmngv Elwin insisted that the 
soehe should b^ ^mg^ frotii miiie^ to his 
quarters ; and| fi<^itg loth, we parted. 
But though I heA tbdtt sfo ghost-story to iell, 
)^tiie yeav9 afteiTwards it wo^dd have been in 
my ptmt to nafrate an event — wheflhw vif* 
sion; di^eatU) or optical deluidon, I cannot 
^y — which beleU me, and which to this 
4ay pdrple:i:e€^ tu^ I had U% in bad h^lih, 
my regini0i]lt> and parted from my d^aVMl 
friend in it^ £^rte^ dayi^ before; Whejd, 
me day, dlter ^ lofig^ run in my palanquin^ 
I received tile accounts of his death by a 
sadden and sevei^e illness, future invest!*" 
^tion led to Surmises of his having fallen a 
irictim to the jealousy of a Mahomedan girl^ 
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bj poiaoB ; and I am the more inclined to 
belioTe that so it was, from having heard 
from his own lips^ some months before^ in 
confidence, that she had attempted his life 
in a fit of jealous fury. A noble, generous 
creature, wert thou, dear Salmon, the only 
son and solace of thy poor mother I 

James Charles Salmon was the son of the 
celebrated songstress of that name.«.a lady 
whose talent and fascination still Uve in the 
memory of many, and whose fame shall ever 
stand conspicuous among the first in the roll 
of British singers. A year aft» her son's 
death, I wept with Mrs. Salmon — thea 
Hinde, for she married a second time and 
was again a widow — over the early &te of 
my friendl And oh I dark sorrow was at 
my heart to think; that she — ^that still beau-^ 
tifiil lady — was doomed to an age of destitu* 
tion and hardship^ A .severe illness bad f<>r 
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ever destroyed the rich organ that produced 
such harmonies, and poverty with its many 
privations hath fallen upon her !..<Jamei^ 
was a brave and ercellent officer ; his mili-^ 
tary attainments, his qualifications as a lin-^ 
guist, eminently fitted him for the stafi'-ap^ 
pointment of Adjutant;^ which he retained in 
the 43rd. Native Infantry ; and by the men 
he was regarded with an affection little short 
of idolatry. Upon the 4 th. of February^ 
1^33, he embraced me fondly at parting 
with a '' dear, dear Rob, tdl my Mammy that. 
Ill soon go home to see her Y^ And on the 
16th. of the same month he died t But let 
me, from my journal of the day after tidings 
of his death reached me, trace what is there 
written : — " I went to bed last night, wishing 
that I might dream of Salmon, and I did 
dream of him, and that so vividly that I 
qtiesticfn whether it was a^<^am« I saw himt 
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ieated beside my bed, from which howevex 
he was separated by a table ; he was looking 
upon me with a wktfiil and s^ious inteQlr 
ness ; there was no smile, but neither was 
there any sternness — all was sweet Iremem^ 
bered that he was dead ; and^ as clasping 
my hands togeUier, I stretched them towards 
himi saying — ' oh, Sidmon, is it indeed you?' 
««.he answered — 'I am come to bid you 
good byeT*. J then gazed a< him for some 
time«--as I firmly believe wide awake — ^till 
gradually, dowly, as a cloxid disappears ftom 
the heavens^ he melted away into aix. So 
f ery gradu&l was his ranisbing; that I conid 
nark his features waxing dimmer and dim*^ 
mer-^et not retiring to a distamce^ for he 
did not move, until all was vacanoy. . I was 
half sitting up^ h^f lying on my pillfoW, in 
tbe^pOsitioin I ha?e described — ^resting qn m^ 
iB^ elbdw, wi& iaj handa clasped tegetheri 
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and gazing from the bed. If I had slept — 
which I solemnly declare I do not think I 
did — it was thus I awoke. When all was 
over, a sort of momentary awe came over me. 
Had the dead been with me, or was it indeed 
a sweet vision 1" 
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CHAPTER X 



OLD W0ME5, No. 4....EATHUR TSLS REAGH, OR 
RATI OF THE HEATH : A HIGHLAND SKETCH. 



After we had sat some time at Elwin's dis- 
cussing the an dits of the day, I was called 
upon to fulfil mj promise, and began without 
delay the following story : — 



-It was mornings May morning, in one 
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of the Ueakest nooks of northern S cotland 
YfhevQ the hawthorn buds later, and the gorse 
gathers its gqldeh glories slowlieri than those 
sweet ushers of summer are elsewhere wont 
' to do. But the season had been propitious; 
Spring had wept itself awaj in gentle show<- 
ers, and the cpuntrj was brightening under 
the influence of fine weather. The lonely 
Manse of Ardersier, situated on a peninsular 
cliff of Inverness-shirOy looked not upon a 
scene wholly divested of beauty ; though, to 
eyes acquainted with richer shows of nature, 
it might have appeared homely and barren ; 
and the young graceful girl of some seventeen 
years, who stood that May momiug on the 
green hill behind the parsonage^ her long 
golden hair disporting in the fresh breeze, her 
sweet face, pale but healthful, steeped in 
smiles that were but the shadows flung by 
her heart's sunshine, deemed that no where 
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elae could natare display scenery more en-^ 
chanting than tliat which met her gaze. 

Before her, down at h» feet, and it 
might be a mile distant^ roUed the salt sea 
water of the Moray Frith ; the ocean-^tfaat 
elemental beautifier which has the power of 
imparting dignity and grace to the most 
desolate and rugged scene — lay full in view 
for miles bdbre her. The intermediate 
space consisted of a tracts extending for 
neaily six miles to the town of Nairn, com'- 
posed of beaihSy furze, sandhills, and occa* 
sional patches of cultivation — meagre crops 
of tare, rye, oats, and potatoes : here and 
there rose the black turf-built huts of the 
cottars^ and now and then the landscape 
was diversified by a stretch of bog-moss or 
a shallow loch of dark brown water ; but 
beyond the Moray Frith, the towering rocks 
of Boss-shire and Cromarty, covered in parts 
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with pine, fir, and larch, loomed grandly 
through ilie dispersing mists of morning; 
while Ben Ifjrm, a giant among mountains, 
crowned with eternal snows, overtopped 
them all To the left of where she stood» 
and two miles distant, at the base of the 
ridge of hills from which they w^e separated 
by a wide common, rose the warlike bastions 
of Fort George ; flanked on three sides by 
the ocean, and guarding the ferried mouth 
of the Highlands of InrernessTshire. At 
the time of which we write, this peninsula 
garrison was not only a model fortress, but 
complete in its military equipment of a regi- 
ment of soldiers, with artillery, &c. 

The sea was calm : as far as she could 
discern — and pretty Gracy Gordon's eyes 
were as quick-sighted as they were bright — 
she beheld fishing boats scudding along the 
coast. All at once, flinging herself down 
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bebide a dump of late primroses, the yoang 
girl, tbroiiving back her redundant hair, 
dipped her fair hoe into the dew-heavy 
leaveSi and, with both her small delicate 
hands, lifting the sparkling moisture, began 
to bathe her cheeks and forehead — ^laughing 
ell the while, and talking to herself for com- 
panionship ; while above her, frighted from 
its nest among the wild anemones, whirled 
up and up into the sky a lark, — marvelling, 
tK) doubt, in its tiny heart, what our heroine 
was a-doing. 

" Well, now," said Gracy — and her voice 
was of so sweet a sound that the lark already 
seemed to meditate a fearless descent — '' [ 
shall be freckle-^ree all the year through, if 
Kathur nan Reagh is to be credited ; but I 
must get up with the sun, all this bonny 
moon of May, and wash my face in its de w 
and so win a dowry of beauty, the only 



HOUGH BECOLLICnOKS* 261^ 

portion Gracy Gordon will ever have — if shd 
have that itself/' added she, after a slight 
hesitation, occasioned- by the half-avowed 
beUef in her charms which her words im- 
plied. *' I wish he were promoted," cried 
she ; *^ for I am sure he loves me 1" and her 
eyes were turned towards the gloomy-looking 
fortress, as if by looking at it she could 
wile beyond its walls the unconscious sub^* 
ject of her thoughts. *' But,'' continued 
she, " I promised to gather a nosegay of 
wild flowers for my sleepy cousin, and then 
home to breakfast, and prepare our Beltau 
bannocks." 

And what is a Beltan bannock 1 
In the days of yore, then, dear reader^ 
it was the custom in the Highlands of Scot« 
land, for the peasantry of each parish, or 
district, to assemble on the first day of May, 
at an appointed spot, where a huge fire— in the 
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Gaelic language called JEW Tern, or, as it 
kaabeen translated, the ''fire of Baal'\.. 
was kindled ; round this burning {nie much 
noisj revelry and hilscritj pieYailed ; and an 
enormous bwinock, or cake, composed of 
oatmeal, milk, butter, and eggs, was pro^ 
duced by each individual — every cake being 
decorated with nine several glased knobs 
raised on the surface, and intended as vo* 
tive offerings to the adversary powers, 
natural and supernatural, whose ire they 
were meant to deprecate. With their faces 
towards the fire, the assembled crowd broke 
off the knobs of their several cakes, one by 
one, flinging them adroitly over the shoulder, 
and each exclaiming whatevef adjuration 
pleased him : such as — " This I give to 
thee ; preserve thou my sheep 1" — " This I 
give to thee ; save thou my red cow T 
When, ill this manner, the round of their 



v« 
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Bupernatural preservers had been ezhaustedi 
the real destroyers of their property were 
propitiated as follows : — " I give this to 
thee, ! small-pox I spare thou my children T 
— *^ I give this to thee, 01 fox ! spare thou 
my fowls r — This to thee, 1 frost 1 spare 
my early barley T and when the oblation 
was^ completed, the rite*observers sat down 
round the fire, and consumed the 
remainder of their cakes ; spiritualizing 
the superstitious process by many potations 
of whiskey. But at the more civilized 
period of which we write, the thing had 
degenerated into a holiday pastime for the 
young only ; and the simple festival of fire 
had in it little of superstitious dread or 
Bacchanalian wassailry. 

Gracy Gordon was the only child of the 
widowed minister of Ardersier — a quiet, 
dreamy old man, absorbed in his parochial 
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duties, his books, and his reveries ; just ond 
of those pastors ^* de la vieille roche^ who^ 
without an intention of being lax in their 
practical piety, become from indolence ani 
unenquiringness of di8iK)sition, the least 
fitted in the world to rear up young 
daughters, or to control refractory parish- 
ioners. Fortunately, the good folks of 
Ardersier were good folks, in the main ; a 
poor, hard-working, honest race : and if the 
proximity of the garrison of Fort George 
led to occasional outbreaks of those passions 
which seem to be the produce of man ea 
masse^ those occasions were few and far 
between, A sister, younger and morei 
vigorous than himself, a widow with one 
daughter,' (the favourite friend and com- 
panion of her cousin) conducted his house- 
hold; and under the maternal care and 
prudent management of Mrs. Graham^ 
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Gracj bad grown up^ not only a pretty^ but 
a good, and well-educated girl, scarcely less 
dear to her aunt than that excellent womaa^s 
homely but kind-hearted child. 

But lo ! the Beltan bannocks are baked ; 
and» accompanied by her cousin, Marcely 
Graham, Gracy set out for the solitary spot 
which had been pitched upon as the scene dt 
their intended orgies. It was almost midr 
day ere these two happy, guileless, High-* 
land lassies left the manse for the sea-ahore ; 
near which, in a small clump of fir trees, 
^udted to a wood by the peasantry of that 
treeless coast, they proposed to light tb^ir 
Baal-flre — fearful and ominous name for 
that simple holocaust, at which incantations 
80 innocent were about to be performed! 
As they descended the steep brae which we 
have already spoken of, inhaling the rich 
fragrance wafted upwards to meet tbem ih)m 

VOL. 11. IT 
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the tract of heath and whins — all purple and 
gold — ^at their feet, their young hearts beat 
joyously ; a feeling almost akin to intoxi- 
cation fastened on their senses — the Unless 
intoxication caused by an acute relish of 
external nature : but they had barely crossed 
the road which ran at the bottom of the hill, 
when, suddenly starting up from behind a 
way -side bush, a stout, gaunt, ill-looking 
man, arrayed in the motley garments of 
poverty, stood before them. 

" Your charity, young ladies,'* said h^ 
gruffly, and in a tone rather of demand than 
supplication. 

The speaker spoke not in the accent o 
the Highlander f he was a dark, strong-built, 
fierce-looking.man, filthily clad, and bearing 
not so much the appearance of pitiable dis- 
tress as of reckless vice and hardened guilt. 

Marcely Graham, startled by the unex- 
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pectedness of the appeal, uttered a short cry 
and darted away, telling her kinswoman to 
follow ; but there wajs that in Grace Gordon's 
nature which taught her to conceal the 
alarm she felt, and she stopped, at once, close 
to the man, looking up into his face calmly, 
but with a chill that sent her blood to curdle 
round her heart. 

** I have no money with me, good man ;" 
said she, " but you shall have half of this 
cake f and she began to open the basket 
which hung from her arm. 

" No no,'' cried Marcely ; " here is six- 
pence. To break the Beltan bannock here 
would be unlucky. Take this ;" and she 
gave the man the coin. 

" I am hungry,'' growled he ; " and here 
are no baker's shops." 

** Go up that hill," said the terrified girl, 
'* uot a couple of hundred yards thence stands 
5 3 
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the house of the minister of the parish ; sajr 
that I — Grace Gordon —sent you, and you 
shall have food.'' 

The man scowled a thankless reply, glared 

greedily first at the basket^ and then at the 
ear-rings of plain gold with which the cou- 
sins were adorned, and wound slowly but 
sturdily up the sheep-track. But it was 
some time ere our disturbed damsels reco- 
yered their lost buoyancy of spirits ; and 
not until they had placed a good half mile 
between them and the high road, and were 
bounding and skipping among the pathless 
but elastic heather ...at every step jostling 
up a sweet scent from a flower, or a brooding 
bird from her nest — did they quite overcome 
the terror of their encounter with the South- 
ron beggar. 

A full hour spent they in sauntering up 
and down, gambolling here and there ; for 
nhey had a long day before them, and it was 
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8weet to take advantage of every mai&y hil- 
lock that tempted them to cdmoh dowiL 
aibodg its pilloWj luxuij c£ verdure ; afad 
while they stooped, ever and anon, to gather 
now an orchis, now a sundew, and noiv a ion^ 
streamer of the fantastic fox-tail grassy it 
was delightful to chat about all those simipte 
topics that fill the thoughts of the young, 
the pure, and the sanguine. It was only at 
^ch moments that Gracy confessed to hekr 
cousin how much she admired the handsome 
youtg ensign, whose mothei^ had been the 
early friend oi hers ; and in return she would 
listen to Marcely^s avowal of affi^cftion for. 
frank John Hamilton, the well-doing youn^ 
tacksman of the HiUhead farm. Both the 
girb were fond of reading, and there Was a. 
vein of poetic feeling in tfa^ mind of Gmce, 
which, although her cousin could not wholly., 
comprehend, die yet sympathised with, and 
loved to elicit 
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At length the sound of the sea comes 
louder to their ears, and they are in Leitch- 
field wood. Taking from her arm the little 
basket that contained their offering, Qracj 
busied herself in collecting materials to form 
a fire — sticks, and fragments of timba* 
drifted ashore, and fir cones, and withered 
furze... while Marcel j ran at a quick pace to 
the hut of an old woman, which lay at a 
short distance off, surrounded bj its patch of 
potatoes, kail, and gooseberry bushes, to 
borrow a bit of kindled turf, or peat. Soon 
was the pile set a-blaze ; and a strange pio . 
ture might a clever artist have worked out 
of the scene before him — had it been before 
him, as it is before our mind's eye now...on 
that May-day, in the Highlands of Scotland. 
(Oh I that our talented friend, Mrs. Valentine 
Bartholomew, whose gipsy and beggar-boy 
pictures are so full of truth, which is poetry, 
could have but seen it !...but this is an after^ 
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msb, an arriere pensSe^ belonging to the 
year 1845) ! 

In a lonelj copse of firs, surrounded on 
three sides, south, east, and west, by long 
sheep-walks of heath, gorse, and brooni, 

« 

which — but for tbeir wealth of blossoms—^ 
might have been dreary ; and with tiie sea 
to the north, rdling quietly but steadily, ih 
front of them, over sands covered with bent^ 
grass, — ^stood two young women, with bon- 
nets flung off, and hair dishevelled, feeding 
an enormous fire, that flared, and hissed 
and blazed up into the blue airi They 
looked like twin and laughing priestesses of 
some innocent and nameless creed t 

Not a dwelling was in sight — unless, in- 
deed, it was part of the roof of the black 
mud bothy we have aUuded to, which looked 
more like a mound of dun earth than any« 
thing else. Not even a sheep, or colt, was 
to be seen lounging about^ but our artist 
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might have noticed, what ow merry giris 
noticed not, a dark and nnister Shape stea^ 
ing through the thkk whin bushes west- 
ward, which, as it drew near, with theft and 
Tiolttioe scowling from its ejes, douched 
down among a patch of sallows, within a 
lew paces of the fire, at the very edge of the 
coppice. Later, and unseen bj eadi other, 
that artist might have observed another 
Sba))€^ of young and manly bearing ; whicfa^ 
comti^ from a hollow in the direction oppo* 
site to that whence the former had crept^ 
speedily ensconced himself behind a tree — ^a 
witness of the Beltan orgies. Still later, 
too, our imaginary artist might have marked 
a third Shape, which, itself unseen, but 
observant of all the others, stood at a short 
distance behind the first intruder, forming 
the most striking feature of our picture. 

** Now, Marcely dear, all is ready ; let us 
b^gin f said Gracy, placing herself with 
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ber face towards the fire and the sea, towards 
which latter object her cousin^s back was cou- 
aequently turned, in order to faTour the 
proper position. On Grac/s right hand 
stood the ambushed and handsome stranger 
— on her left lurked the menacing mendicant 
••.and behind him that third Shape, a thick* 
set, stout old woman, fantasticallj arranged 
in garments whose ridiculous assemblis^e of 
colours and forms announced the wandering 
wits of the wearer : her countenance, though 
bluff and homely, wore a pleasant express 
flion ; and she appeared to watch the pro- 
ceedings of the whole group before her with 
intense interest. 

" I am ready, lassie,'^ answered Marcely. 

** This I give to thee 1'' commenced Qracy, 

breaking off a knob from the glazed surface 

of her bannock ; *^ preserve thou the canary 

bird which was given me by Ensign William 

IT 6 
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Lennox !'' and she flung the offering oTer 
her shoulder. 

The old woman glanced towards the spot 
where it fell, and her quick eje failed not 
to detect the pleased smile that lingered on 
the handsome face of the tree-hidden stran- 
ger.*.a smile obviouslj called into bring hf 
Gracj's adjuration. 

" This I give to thee ;** went on Marcdy, 
..." preserve thou my Shetland pony !" 

The old woman smiled a wide -mouthed 
smile, for she knew that the pony was a 
fairing from John Hamilton of the Billhead 
farm, on the last Lammas market day. 

" This I give to thee 1" cried Gracy ; 
" preserve thou papa from the toothache !" 

" This I give to thee/' continued her 
cousin ; " keep thou mamma from such 
early rising V* 

Gracy laughed aloud at her sleep-loving 
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kmsvroman^s petition. And thus they prd- 
ceeded for some time, until, altering the 
form of their requests, Gracy again severed 
a knob from the bannock : — " Oh ! Sun 1 I 
give thee this — save my face from freckles !" 

" Oh 1 Frost 1" said Marcdy, " spare my 
mignonette and verbena T but, as she was 
about to throw the knob, she uttered a 
thrilling scream ; for she saw an indistinct 
shape behind her cousin ; and in an instant 
Gracy feh herself encircled by the coarse 
rude arms of the Southron beggar 1 

" Tour ear-rings, young miss !** 

But the demand had scarcely passed his 
lips, or pierced her ear, ere — fierce in his 
lion-like and protecting beauty . . . sprang 
from behind the tree the young stranger ; 
who, with one blow, stretching the robber 
at his feet, wrenched Gracy from his grasp, 

^' Oh 1 William Lennox ! is it you T 
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gasped the afirighted girl, and fidnted for 
the firat time in her lifa 

Maxcely rushed in noiqr bewilderment 
towards her cousin, and was now on her 
knees beside her ; but the desperate ruflkn, 
baffled, and for a moment stunned by the 
blow he had received, speedily coming to 
himself, took advantage of the swocm which 
engaged the attention of Ensign Lennox, 
and rising unobserved while their backs were 
towards him, threw himself with all his 
force upon the unguarded youth. The 
young officer was no match for the sturdy 
villain who now grappled furiously with him ; 
nor is it an effort of exaggerating fancy to 
suppose that, then and there, a murd^ 
would have been perpetrated, but for the 
sudden entrance on the scene of action of 
the Third Shape I Striding from the con- 
cealment whence she had hitherto watched 
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the proceediDgs which we have attempted 
to describe^ the old woman, with the agilitj 
of a cat, snatched a thick brand from the 
fire, and literally leaped between the com* 
batants. 

" Ha ! ha ! ha 1" shouted she ; " tak' 
that, and that, ye ne'er-do-weel gaberlunzie, 
for ear-rings ; and say that Eathur nan 
Beagh sent it to you !^' and, as she shrined 
the words, down descended blow after blow 
of the blazing brand on the head of the 
mendicant, with such blinding and concen- 
trated force as to fell him, bereft of sense, 
to the earth. 

" ! Kate of the Heath, thank Qod that 
you are here T cried Marcely, looking joy- 
fully at the weird-like woman ; who danced 
round and round her fallen foe with quaint 
and frantic gestures. 

** Ay, my bairn, weelawuns, it's just the 
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Queen of the Heather Y* answered the half^ 
witted creature, ** Fm just in time for the 
end o' the ployl But, losh! my bonny 
Miss Grac/s in a fit ; run to M^ Morrisoii^s 
bothy, lassie ; there are twa sodgers there, 
drinking a drap o' whisky ; run, for your 
life I and tell them their young captain 
wants them. — Maybe the sleeping dog at tny 
feet may wauken up again ; if he does, 
de'il tak' me gin I dinna ding his hams oot ! 
Eh, sirs !" continued she, as she chafed the 
temples of Gracy, now once more reclining 
in the arms of Lennox, — " here's a braw 
piece o' wark for Beltan day ! Dight the 
blood frea your broo, my gallant offisher, 
wi' this hankercher/* 

"Never mind me, good Kate/' replied 
Lennox, *' but look to Miss Gordon/' 

" Och ! the fint a fear o' Gracy Gordon ! 
Her head's near the heart that her own 
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hearths longing to lippen to. There's them 
that calls poor Heathery Kate a witch — but 
she's no' that : and yet she can see that ii 
ye keep honest and true, Gracy Gordon will 
lie at your side on your bridal night ! Ye 
ken, lad, what the Gaelic sang says : — " Is 
fuar Uabaidk gun choi-leahaidh /" — Cold is 
the couch without a bedfellow! — But, 
wheesht !... the jewel o' my heart is wauken- 
mg, 

" Oh, Kathur ! Kathur !" sighed Gracy 
as her opening eyes dwelt on the bluflF, 
good-humoured countenance of the old wo- 
man, — ** is it true that William — that Mr. 
Lennox — is killed ?" 

And a kiss on her brow from the lips of 
him she loved was her reply. 

Before an hour had passed, the beggar- 
man was a prisoner in Fort George ; and at 
the manse sat a thankful party of rejoicing 
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fiiendSy among whom might be seen — ar- 
rayed in three different petticoats, eadi 
seyeral inches shorter than the other, and of 
three different colours, with a towering 
black bonnet stuck full of heather blossoms 
...the stout old woman, to whom Miss 
Gordon, if not Ensign Lennox, owed so 
mucL That nighty the young officer was 
affianced to the minister's daughter ; and, 
as Mrs. Graham commenced a strathspey on 
the piano, he led out the proud stid de- 
lighted Kathur nan Reagh to dance a jig. 
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CHAPTER XL 



THE GOKCLUSION Of KATE OF THE HEATH. 



Six years have passed since the incidents 
recorded in our last chapter took place ; 
but no changes have been worked on the 
face of external Nature among the moors 
and sandhills of Ardersier. Would that 
our noble chief and clansman. Earl Cawdor, 
whose property they are, would but plant 
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them with larch and fir I Within the Manse» 
however, alterations have transpired; 
Marceij has left it for the farm-house of 
her honest John Hamilton, and a new face 
is to be seen there instead of hers. ..that of 
a rosy, laughing, little urchin, who is just 
beginning to talk of his distant father's 
sword, and to delight his young mother's 
he^rt with daily evidences of such singular 
talent as only young mothers can detect in 
their offspring. In sooth, her boy was a 
beautiful boy ; and when is childhood — 
that exquisite mystery... not beautiful^ 
Beautiful are the young.. .whether animal or 
vegetable... and we doubt whether even the 
unseemliest creature that breathes the divine 
essence of life is ugly in its infancy. My- 
sterious is childhood... mysterious in its very 
simplicity... for what to the U9e and the 
crafty, so puzzling as the open candour of 
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single-hearted innocence? A child is> to 
be sure^ something less than an angel,. ..but 
it is something more than a man; and 
wherever gambols on the green grass the 
foot of childhood.. .wherever slumbers on 
the self-chosen couch the head of childhood, 
therey be sure, assemble a thousand invisi* 
ble spirits of bliss... who, visiting earth •«. 
seek the only spots upon it where perfect 
innocence is to be found ! 

The distant father of that boy is William 
Lennox, now a captain; and the proud 
young mother is our friend, the good old 
minister's daughter, Grace Gordon. Her 
husband has been now abroad for two years, 
but another week will restore him to her, 
fond and faithful as ever. And her father, 
though somewhat older, is still hale ; and 
her aunt still kind and active ; and there 
is yet another old friend, over whose thick- 



284 Bouen uooLLicnoKs. 

let limbs and good-humoured face the llipse 
of yean has cast no change. 

In front of the Manse windows, dancing 
merrily to her own music, her bead literallj 
ikakhed with a triad of bonnets.«.each 
gaudier than the other, •••her nostrils gritn^ 
with snuff, her garments motley, but neitiier 
ragged nor unclean, behold Eathur nan 
Reagh^^.Kate of the Heath I 

^* And whereas young Maister Willy this 
morning, my leddy 1 He maun gi' a p6nny 
to auld Kathur to buy sneeshan, for I hae 
been dancing my vera best Culloden steps, 
blinking a' the while that he was looking at 
me ••.and a' for the puckle snuff T 

** Tou shall have your penny, godd Kate,'' 
said Mrs. Lennox ; ^^ and just iitep into the 
kitchen ; you must not go away without 
tasting our last brewing of bter.'' 
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** Weel, wieel, meytaul,* you're aye kind 
to Heathery Kate ; and now tak' my warn- 
ing and be unco' careful of Maister WiUy» 
for do you ken wh.a I seed yesterday V' 

" No Kate... what do you mean V' 

" Weel, do you no' mind that ill-condi- 
tioned deevirs buckie, yon Beltan day, wha 
eacapit frae. the fashionless auld wive's o' 
sherrif s offishers, whan they were taking 
him to the tolbooth of Inverness V* 

Gracy shuddered as she thought of the 
Southron beggarman, and told the old wo*- 
man to proceed. 

" Then/' said Kate, " as sure as I'm the 
crowned queen o' the heather, I see'd him 
yestre^n, though he saw na' me ; and wha 
was wi' him but Glied Geordief the smug^ 
gler, doon in the Garse ; an' there canna 



* Mejiaul — Darling. t Squinting George. 
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sett limbs a&d good-humoured face the litpse 
of yean has cast no change. 

In front of the Manse windows^ dancing 
merrily to her own music, her bead literally 
thatched with a triad of bontiets...each 
gaudier than the other, .. .her nostrils grim^ 
with snuff, her garments motley, but neither 
ragged nor unclean, behold Kathur ndn 
Reagh,..Kate of the Heath ! 

" And whereas young Maister Willy this 
morning, my leddy ? He maun gi' a p^nny 
to auld Eathur to buy sneeshan, for I hae 
been dancing my vera best Gulloden steps, 
thinking a' the while that he was looking at 
me...and a' for the puckle snuff T 

" You shall have your p^ny, godd Kate,'' 
said Mrs. Lennox ; ^' and just i^tep into the 
kitchen ; you must not go away without 
tasting our last JVHlli|y[ of b^r.'' 
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come ODjthing that's good frae twa sic 
sooondrels. As sure as the moorlands hae a 
purple gown whan the bloom's on the heather, 
the/re about nae good ; but Kathur's a 
match for them, and can learn their gran- 
nies to make brochan.^ Och, ma lannOyf 
dinna be feared I Tm old, but there's 
smeddumj; in me yet : — though an ^gg's 
small, a bird comes out of it I" 

And Kate trotted awaj to the kitchen, 
taking o£f her topmost bonnet of scarlet silk 
before she crossed the threshold, fearful of 
soiling it against the roof. 

It was on the following day that Gracy, 
tempted by the mild beauty of the summer 
weather, threw on a light bonnet, and walked 
towards the Hillhead farm. She had not 



♦ Gruel. T My child. J Pith— Vigour. 
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seen Marcelj for some days, and was afraid 
&e might be ill. She would have taken her 
boy with her, but nurse had gone out with 
him, and they were not to be found. Beau- 
tiful as the day was, and bright in its garb of 
vegetation as the whole country appeared, 
an indefinable oppression burthened Grac/s 
mind, as she slowly proceeded ; and, as she 

a 

heedlessly passed through a gap in a hedge, 
a branch laden with white blossoms, moved 
by a sudden gust of wind, struck her on the 
face, emitting — as she thought — a low and 
plaintive moan. For a moment she felt sick 
at heart ; but speedily smiling at the ridi- 
culous fancy which had come, she knew not 
how, athwart her thoughts, she advanced ; 
stilly however, according to her woLt, com* 
tnuning with herself. 

"Of what inconsistent improbabilities/^ 
thought she, " do we weave our web of ima- 
ginings, dashing over the colours of hope 
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with ummtural incohereaoes ! The wind 
loughs among a bunch of hawthorn buds, and 
Superstition forthwith hears in it the sigh of 
an omen. And yet it has often seemed to 
me that the trees, uttering their gracious 
whispers above us when stirred by the night 
wind, are instinct with feelings ; that the 
flowers, which gush out into fragrant beauty 
beside us, have sensations to which we shut 
our mental perception with idiot scepticism. 
I have never seen an old tree of the forest 
felled to the earth, without a thrill of pain ; 
every stroke of the woodman's axe has gone 
to my heart, as if it called forth a cry of dis* 
tress. Is it a touch of insanity, or only, as 
dear William used to tell me, a poetical ima* 
gination that has always made me believe in 
the existence of a love in inanimate nature 
far surpassing that which rules the human 
bosom ? Does it not discover itself in tb§ 
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bending down their sweet lips to sip the 
dewj kisses that floated on the bosom of the 
waters ; or peeiing, with their dark blue, 
lover-like eyes, in their maiden curiosity, 
deep into the chrjstal stream, as though thej 
panted to discover the mysteries over which 
the kaghing-up liquid gurgled on its musical 
loveliness 1" 
• Beguiled by such dreamy musings, Mrs. 
Lennox drew near the fann-house before she 
was aware of her proximity ; but, as she ap* 
proached the door, . an unusual bustle. ..ser^ 
vants running to and fro — ^struck her with a 
sense of terror *^ Marcely is ill I'' thought 
\^^'l 'for' she observed that the domestics 

^seemed .desirous of avoiding her as shls hurried 

. • • • . 

.*. into' the little cottage-parlour. Her cousin 
'•was there, stooping over the bruised and 
bleeding form of a woman; — that woman was 
the nurse ! 



* 



• ^ 
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**Good God !...my child T — and the pro- 
[Jiet-heart of the mother felt that she was 
perhaps childless. It was an alarming story. 
The screams of the nurse had been heard by 
two men who were digging clay in a pit, 
among the thick whins that clad the whole 
hill-side behind the cottage. They found her 
senseless and bleeding from many blows, but 
she was alone ; and when the faculty of 
speech was restored, she related that as she 
was sitting, with little William beside her, 
weaving a chaplet of yellow gowans, she was 
all of a sudden knocked down by a rough- 
looking man ; who, finding her struggle hard, 
beat her on the head till she became insensi- 
ble. She remembered that a second figure, 
wrapped in a plaid, seized the boy ; whose 
cries, however, were instantly stifled ; some* 
thing, she conjectured, had been flung over 
him to smother the sound of his voice. More 
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she knew not ; nor for many days was she 
able to rise from the bed of sickness. 

But what to this was the agony of the 
despairing parenti who was conveyed home 
in a raging fever ? On the next day, ar- 
rived her husband. Willing to afford her an 
agreeable surprise, he bad obtained leave a 
week earlier than he had led her to expect ; 
and what a reception, what tidings, awaited 
him ! Meanwhile, aroused justice was on 
the look-out for the lost child and the robber 
— perhaps murderer: — but at the end of 
four days, no discovery had been made. 
Gracy began slowly to recover, nursed and 
attended by her aunt^ her cousin, and her 
distracted husband ; but oh ! what painful 
meanings perused the parents in each other's 
eyes t A week thus passed away ; and one 
evening, as darkness began to steal over land 
and sea, while Gracy reclined on the shoulder 
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of Lennox, a tap at the door was heard. 
" Come in," said Mrs. Graham ; but instead 
of the medical man, whose visit was ex- 
pected, in stalked Kate of the Heath. 

" What will you give Kathur nan Reagh 
for this sheaf of blooming heather V cried 
she. " There's a blessing in it, for the fairies 
danced on it last night !" — and in the dim 
twilight they could see that the old, odd 
creature carrried a large bundle. 

" Oh ! Kate, Kate !" said Gracy, with a 
burst of grief — " had I taken your warn- 
ing, I should not have lost my darling for 
ever r 

" Faith, my bonny mistress, the fiend a 
bit o' harm's come to the bairn ;" answered 
Kathur. " Wasna' myself and the fairies to 
the fore,...wi' the Lord's help,... to take care 
of the boy V 

5 



'' What do jou mesn, Kate 1" cried Leu* 
noz, starting up. 

** Wheetht^ man V whispered Kate ; 
'* dinna bawl as if yoa were on the parade 
going to drill me» or you'll wauken the 
Fairies' darling P and as the j stared at her 
in mute astonishment, she placed gently on 
the couch beside Mrs. Lennox her sleeping 
boy ...bound round and round so thickly yet 
delicately with moss and heath*blossoms as 
to look literally a fay-child, bom amidst 
wild-flowers ! 

Joy ! how rich in tears thou art !...iB 
tears and grateful prayers I...eYen as Grief is 
full of them, with mournful supplications ! 
...And then, as the entranced parents re- 
joiced over their restored treasure, Eathur..« 
hastily divesting herself of her bonnets... 
commenced a wild dance, whose grotesque 
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drollery at any other time might have caused 
mirth. 

" Oh, Kate ! what do we owe not to 
you V^ said Oracy, starting up and throwing 
her arms round the old woman's neck. 

" Troth, my bonny jewel, ye just maun gi' 
me a new bonnet, o' purple saytin, wi' pink 
feathers, and orange ribbons; and maybe 
the Captain winna refuse me a puckle snee* 
shan : I wadna wonder if he just gied me a 
pound o' tea.'' 

** Yes, indeed, Kate," dried Lennox,. •• 
^' and a kiss too T 

'* Hech, sirs T' said Kate ; *' let me dight 
my mou' first. My certy, I haena' kissed 
ony body but the invisible king o' the heather 
since I was made queen o' the purple muir !' 

'' But tell us, good Kathur, how has all 
this come about V 
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And Kate told all, in her own diffuse and 
rambling waj, as we mean to do in ours. 

Kathur nan Reagh had gone to Inverness 
on a begging excursion, and had not heard 
of the loss of little Willy until two days 
were over ; but no sooner was she apprised 
of the circumstance than she instantly 
hurried home ; and with the resolute 
sagacity that never failed her in moments of 
need, went quietly and cunningly to work. 
She recollected in the sandy hills of the 
Carse a wild and desolate spot, afar from any 
dwelling, in which long ago Glied Geordie, 
the smuggler, had been wont to distil illicit 
whisky. At nightfall she stole to this place ; 
not far from which, some days before, she 
had seen Geordie and the ruffian mendicant ; 
she found, as she suspected, that the sub- 
terraneous den had occupants. The beggar, 
the smuggler, and a gipsy-looking woman of 
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repulsive appearance, were there, busy over 
a wbiskj-still. But it was not without 
perilous difficulty that Kathur oontrived to 
escape detection ; nor was it before a day or 
two had been spent in crafty and careful 
espial, that she discovered from the conver* 
sation which passed between the inmates of 
the underground hut, that the child had 
been conveyed to other parties of a gang of 
cairds, or Scotch gipsies, then occupying a 
ruined barn near the fishing village of Del- 
jiies,...a few miles distant 

This was enough for Kate^ who hastened 
at once to the town of Nairn, where she put 
the sheriff and excise officers in possession of 
the facts she had ascertained with so much 
cleverness. The Queen of the Heather was 
well known and well liked, nor for a moment 
was her story doubted. Receiving that 
eulogy for her prudent and daring conduct 
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which it 80 fully deserved, strong parties 
were despatched both to the baro, and the 
smuggling bothj in the Carse. Kate accom- 
panied the former, and had the felicity of 
rescuing her darling Willy from the coarse 
and filthy hag to whom he had been con- 
ngned ; and the only reward which she 
claimed for her exertions^ was to be allowed 
to place him with her own hands in the arms 
of his parents. 

Note uf 1845. — ^Let no one deem that 
Kate of the Heath is an imaginary creature ; 
the author of this sketch remembers her well ; 
and her death, at an advanced age, occurred 
but a few years back. None knew to what 
the loss of her wits could be ascribed ; for^ 
though living in the shires of Nairn and 
Inverness, she was a native of Ross-shire. 
Her conduct was marked more by a deter- 
mined eccentricity than by any violent ex-» 
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positions of maniacal affliction ; and, when 
she chose, though that indeed was at rare 
intervals, she could work industriously* 
Prom' her great and evident delight in 
rambling among the heaths of that part of 
Scotland, and from her practice of decking 
her person with garlands of its purple 
blossoms, she gained the name of Kathur nan 
Reagh, or Eatherine of the Heather ; and, 
an enthusiastic lover of the choragic art, 
she would dance briskly what she called 
** her CuUoden steps f expecting, however, 
to receive a few pence for the feat ; this dis- 
play of her powers she continued till within 
r^ a short time of her decease. Far from 

sharing the usual improvidence of the crazed, 
she was noted for a desire to gain money, 
and to amass her gains. Maniacs are gene* 
^ rally known to expend on present gratifi- 

cations ail the pence they get, without any 
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regard to future neoessities ; . and if, 
previously to mental derangemeiity they 
possess fomiture or clothes^ they break 
every thing, and rend their own apparel. 
Kather, however, had accumulated and 
preserved a large hoard of garments, of rare 
diversity in texture and fashion. She had 
gowns and petticoats of the substantial stuffs 
and formal cuts in vogue with our gran- 
dames and their mothers, down to the light 
fiibrics worn by all ranks in our own time ; 
and, as if desirous of airing the several 
articles, she wore them in turns sX church— 
where she regularly appeared--— one day in 
the costume oi a by-gone era, and next sab- 
bath in a dress of modem fashion. She was 
seldom seen without a pile of bonnets on her 
head; and, for somewhat the ssune reason 
that gaudy ^kerchiefs and ribbons are dis^ 
played by haberdashers in shop-windows^ to 



/ 
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attract ctistomers, Kathur begged these 
cast'-ofT head-attires^ and sold them again to 
many a lass, ambitious of such adornment 
at a low price... sometimes as low as six- 
pence, when the bonnet wanted repair and 
had no trimmings. Thus our Heather Queen 
turned her plurality of hats and head-gear 
to good account ; and yet her avidity for 
gain never caused a doubt of her honesty. 
Her character was in all respects unblame- 
able, though unique in eccentricity ; she was 
firm and robust even at the age of three- 
score years and ten, boasting of her youthful 
speed on foot, extraordinary labour in 
harvest-fields, and musculine prowess. One 
feat she vaunted as surpassing man in 
strength : — ^in her youth she had for a wager 
carried on her back two bolls of barley up a 
steep stair to a granary-loft. Though wan 
dering far and near in her mendicant voca- 
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tion, she ha^ a winter home with a widow 
woman, in the seaside village of Gampbelton 
near fort Geoige. In Widow Boy's cottage 
she died, leaving a considerable sum of 
money to that kind old friend, after defraying 
funeral chaigea. 
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